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Open your mind with 

ForteanTimes 


You’ll need a sense of adventure, 
curiosity, natural scepticism and a 
good sense of humour. 
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Every month, Fortean Times takes 
you on an incredible ride where 
you’ll enjoy learning about the most 
fantastic phenomena on earth. 





Visit www.imsnews.com/forteantimes 

to start reading today quoting offer code G2015RM 
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A prairie horror companion. 


Letters from fans, readers and 
weirdos- 
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News highlights, horror 
happenings. 


Strange trinkets from our baiaar o1 
the bizarre. 


The latest films, the newest DVDs 
and reissues. 


IN THE VAULT: Amencan Horror Project. 


DUG UP; The Last Horror Film. menu: Tantrum and Madness of 

46 Many. 

INKED IN: fli/fi MorQUB Library Vo/ ft 57 

4g NOW PUYiNG: 7a/es From Beyond 

SPOTUGHT: Rusty FIscher’s Vampire the Pa/e Sea son 3. 

Book of the Month Club. 

52 FEATURING: Thafsis and Oxenfree. 

ON DispuY; Mike Hnjbovcak’s Visual 62 

Darkness. Roman Polan^i's Macbeth. 


ig A GRIM PRAIRIE TALE 

Iv with The Beflect/rrp S/(ih restored and Issued, writer/director Philip Ridley revisits 
the sublimely grotesque world of his tortured coming-of-age story. PLUS: Jeremy Cooper, 
star of the film, recalls making a very strange movie In the wheat fields of Alberta. 

by MICHAEL DOYLE 


Genre cinema's drive-in and VHS eras are a landfill 
of bogus cash-cow releases. We round up the odd, 
obscure and sometimes downright illegal. PLUS: Troll 2, the 
sequel that time didn’t quite forget. 

by ADAM CURKE and PAUL CORUPE 





J|H^ horror comic acquired in a trade at school and hidden under the bed, a VHS tape watched 
in a friend's basement, or perhaps the liner art for a heavy mefal album in an older sibling’s 
bedroom - our fascination with the genre is so often borne out of a curiosity for the forbidden. 
^PH But sometimes it falls In our lap by accident. My own obsession blossomed when my parents 
V V unwittingly introduced me to a cannibal named Swift Runner. 

During one of our summer road trips out of Edmonton they attempted to keep me occupied 
with a book titled Outlaws & Lawmen of Western Canada. The cover features a Mountie on horseback, 
rifle drawn, presumably bringing order to the plains, or some such derring-do. It's painfully clich-e/i, and 
seemingly wholesome enough that they were sold at every Canadian drugstore for a period in the mid- 
'80s. However, among chapters such as March of the Mounties and Alberta's Frontier Detective was Swift 
Runner- the Cannibal, the most horrific tale I'd ever encountered up to that time. 

The chapter's opening pages feature a grainy crime photo of a pile of bones laid out on a table. Amongst 
them are femurs cracked in halt and several skulls, all smashed open, one with hair still attached, and 
at least one from a child. The opening paragraph reads: "The problem of disposing of the victim's body 
has plagued murderers since the days of Cain. Burial, burning, dismemberment, acid and quicklime have 
been tried, but with no statistics it is Impossible to recommend one method as superior to another. By and 
large, however, murderers fend to leave their victims where they fall, or at best make only a casual effort 
to conceal their crime. One exception was the Indian named Swift Runner... 

Lurid in content but detached in tone, it hooked me like any good true crime tale. Let me share... 

In March of 1879, an Indigenous man namedSwIft Runner arrived at the Catholic Mission in St. Albert, 
Alberta - just north of Edmonton, it’s an area l know well - claiming that he was the sole survivor of a 
hunting party. He said his mother and brother disappeared while looking for food, his six children starved 
to death and his wife shot herself in despair. The sympathetic holy men welcomed him, but soon became 
suspicious of his story beoause he didn't appear malnourished, winter game had been reportedly bounti- 
ful, and Swift Runner was tortured by horrendous nightmares. The North West Mounted Police were oalled 
into Investigate and eventually found their suspect's camp, discovering a stew pot ringed with fat and the 
ground near It littered with bones that had been broken open (to get at the marrow). Including a child’s 
skull with a moccasin stuffed In the eye socket - something no animal could manage. Swift Runner was 
arrested and confessed to murdering his family by gun, club and hatchet, In order to eat them, adding 
that he shared the meat with his youngest son before killing and consuming him too. He claimed to have 
been possessed by the evil spirit of the ‘Ween-de-goo" (Wendigo). He was sentenced to death, and on 
December 20, 1 879 was hanged at Fort Saskatchewan. 

Murder, cannibalism, a supernatural entity - all in my own backyard, practically. I was hooked and 
collected any historical accounts that would send shivers down my spine, including the other volumes in 
the seres - whioh boasted more tales of brutal murder and cannibalism - plus books on Canadian ghost 
towns, natural disasters and hangings. 

It wasn’t Just that these stories were a gateway to a more adult form of horror, radically different from 
the PG monster books and Disney spookshows I was used to. they flipped a switch on how I saw my 
surroundings. The standard narrative of Western Canada lies In Images of golden wheat fields and stoic 
mountains (as seenonfhe Alberta flag) where dramas about the hardships and rewards of farming mingle 
with romantic visions of noble tribesmen and Dudley Do-Right lawmen. Us Canucks love being polite and 
orderly, but with some digging you oan find the chaos that darkens our history (and makes it less staid). 

While these are historical accounts, the movie featured in our cover story. The Reflecting Skin, is the 
opposrte, a morbid fantasy version of the prairies oreated by an outsider from England. What they both 
share, though, is a unique corruption worming its way up from between those bountiful stalks of grain 
(if reminds me of the darkness that bubbles up in the picturesque town in David Lynch’s Blue Velveti. 
Those grim prairie tales remain rather obscure, however; It took 25 years for The Reflecting Skin to get 
remastered and I've never come across mention of a movie based on Swift Runner. 

Maybe someday I'll make one. If I do. Outlaws & Lawmen of Western Canada vj\\\ get a special thanks 
for being my prairie horror companion. 
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What is your favourite Tall Man mo- 
ment in the Phantasm series? 


In the first film when Mike and the Tall Man 
stand at opposite ends of the mortuary hall, 
then walk towards each other, slowly, delib- 
erately. Then they stop. It’s a chess game 
where move matches move. 

DAVID W. JONES 


Phantasm It. “You think that when you die. 


WHOA! Just finished reading the interview with Rob- 
ert Eggers, director of The Witch, from RMM163. 1 
haven’t been this excited for a genre movie in a long 
time. Brilliant article and some of the best quotes 
from a director that I can remember. Can’t wait for it! 

ADAM FOCHT, VIA FACE600K 

DAVE ALEXANDER, I was really disappointed with 
your critical review for The Final Girls in RM#163. 
Granted, there is a lot missing in the film environ- 
ment that should make the world the characters are 
exploring more '80s. Plus the lack of gore is disap- 
pointing. However I think you completely missed the 
point and emotion of the mother-daughter relation- 
ship, and instead decided to lazily refer to it as hav- 
ing “lesbian overtones." Also, just because “Cherry 
Pie” sucks (the song is mediocre at best) doesn't 
mean the movie sucks, a point you seem to be trying 
to make stick. I also think you should research the 
behind-the-scenes of this movie and understand the 
filmmakers and writers worked for over ten years to 
get this made and had to make compromises to get 
it made, even though it eventually became a VOD 
release. I love Rue Morgue, and I think it should 
be prided on its excellent articles and reviews. I’m 
afraid your review just wasn’t up to par. 

JOEL JARVIS - ADDRESS WITHHELD 


DID YOU REALLY just compare the current negative 
attitude towards the Muslim religion to a witch hunt 
in your RM#163 editorial? Ask the Parisians whose 
loved ones were murdered at the Bataclan if they 
think Muslims are being “scapegoated." /^k the 
families of the Californians murdered in the office 
shooting, the staff of Charlie Hebdo, the list goes on 
and on... The anger exists not because people don’t 
understand this religion, but because they are tired 
of seeing acts of terror perpetrated by members of 
this group after welcoming them and accommodat- 
ing them. Couple that with little to no public con- 
demnation of these acts by the Muslim community 
at large and it's pretty clear why anger and distrust 
would exist. I’m not sure if your comment was just 
a misguided attempt at political correctness, a per- 
sonal jab at a political candidate, or just plain stupid- 
ity. What I do know is that it was disrespectful to the 
thousands of terror vicbms and their families, and 
had no place in Rue Morgue. 

NAME AND ADDRESS WITHHELD 


I WOULD UKE to thank Michael Doyle for the Classic 
Cut on The Most Dangerous Game in RMff163. The 
article broughtthehlmto my attention and now after 
watching it, I absolutely love it. Keep up the excellent 
work. 



I WORK AT VROMANS independent bookstore in Pas- 
adena, California, where I run the horror section. 
Every month I place our Issues of Rue Morgue as 
well as some of the recommended books you guys 
feature. I can’t say thank you enough for the years 
of honest, brilliant horror entertainment articles and 
reviews. I also run a year-round haunted house out 
here in LA called H E R E T I C and you guys have 
inspired so many on my staff. Please never stop 
printing and starting in 2016 1 plan on having a Rue 
Morgue reading group. 

GUY - PASADENA, CALIFORNIA 


NATHANIEL KOLODZIEJ, VIA RUE-MORGUE.COM 

JUST WANTED to Comment that Dave Alexander’s 
comments on Christmas in RM/i162 hit the mark. 
We all know the promise of Santa/gifts is partially 
ruled by fear - and there has always been a dark 
side to the holiday: “You better watch out." The 
one that got me as a kid was, “He knows when you 
are sleeping.” That Santa is creepy. So Santa has 
always had another dimension. His Other is Kram- 
pus. I urge the horror community to not let Krampus 
become what the right-hand path wants: Commer- 
cialized. Monetized. Sanitized. That’s exactly what 
Krampus parties and parades are against. Krampus, 
in my mind, is the statement to our culture that a 
strong community rebels against the oppression of 
Christianity. 


you go to Heaven? You come to us!" 

MICHAEL GARHEH 


When the Tall Man removes the sphere from 
Mike’s head at the end of Phantasm: oblivi- 
on. He doesn't say a word but his body lan- 
guage and facial expression speak volumes. 
It was quite emotional for me. 

KEVIN HAMILTON 


That part In the original when Mike Is trying 
to escape and runs Into the Tall Man outside 
and he says, “I’ve been waiting for you!” 

BEN MILLER 


In Phantasm, when he moves a full coffin 
all by himself into a hearse, like a champion 
human corpse harvester. 

NICHOLAS A. SANCHEZ 






FOUR ARTISTS INFLUENTIAL TO THE HORROR GENRE GONE WITHIN A TWO-WEEK PERIOD 


11 ^ 


The end o1 2015 and the early weeks of 2016 
were filled with numerous deaths of notable fig- 
ures from the worlds of music, television and film, 
several of whom left significant marks on the hor- 
ror community. 

On Christmas Day, 2015, author George Clay- 
ton Johnson died in Los Angeles, California, at age 
86. The noted science fiction writer and creator 
of the original Ocean's 11 film was best known 
for co-writing, with William F. Molan, the classic 
dystopian novel Logan's Run. (in which the -pop- 
ulation Is controlled by killing citizens once they 
reach the age of 21), as well as the very first Star 
Trek episode to air ("The Man Trap”). Horror fans 
remember him most tor writing various episodes 
of the original Twilight Zone, including first sea- 
son highlight "The Four of Us are Dying.” 

Three days after Johnson's passing, heavy 
metal icon Ian Fraser "Lemmy” Kllmister died 
in his Los Angeles home less than a week after 
his 70th birthday and only two days after bemg 
diagnosed with an aggressive form of can 
cer. Following his start as Jimi Hendrix’s 
roadie and a tenure in space rock band 
Hawkwind, Kilmisterformed Motbrhead in 
1975 in London, England. Along with 
a steady run of albums and tours, 

Kilmister also found time to co-write 
four songs for Ozzy Osbourne’s 
mult'-platinum solo album No More | 

Tears in 1991, including Hellralser, 
which Motorhead re-recorded for its 
1992album Afarc/idrO/e, and which ^ 
was used in the film Hellralser III: Hell 
on Earth (the music video for the song 
features Lemmy playing chess with 
head cenobite Pinhead). He also ap- 
peared in Richard Stanley’s sci-fl horror 
film' Hardware anii several Troma mov- 
ies, such as Terror frr/nerand Return to 
j Nuke 'Em High Volume 1. 

At a memorial service for the musi- 
cian, Judas Priest’s Rob Halford said, 

‘Here was a man who lived life on hIS 
^own terms, a rock and roll maverick.'' 



Then on January 9, Angus Scrimm, the Tall 
Man from the Phantasm films, died at age 89 in 
Los Angeles. Phantasm (1979) director Don Cos- 
carelli posted on Facebook, "[Scrimm’s] perfor- 
mance as the Tall Man Is a towering achievement 
in horror film history. He was the last in a long 
lino of cJaooic horror movie stars. Angus was 
a terrific actor and an even better friend. 
He will be missed." 

The two maintained a long working 
elationship, with Coscarelll casting 
Scrimm in subsequent Phantasm 
sequels, the 2005 Masters ofHor- 
I ran episode "Incident Dn and Off 
I a Mountain Road" and 2012’s 
I John Dies At The End. Though 
I Scrimm, born Lawrence Rory 
f (luy in 1926 in Kansas City, may 
be gone, fans do have one final 
encounter to look forward to, as 
the fifth Phantasm film, Ravager. is 
scheduled for release In 2016. 

A day after Scrimm’s death, on 
Sunday, January 10, 2016, anoth- 
er Influential artist was gone when 
David Bowie passed away after a 
private eighteen-month battle with 
cancer, Bowie’s death came two 
days after his 69th birthday and the 
release of his 25th studio album. 


Kilmister’s ashes were interred at 
Hollywood's Forest Lawn Memorial 
Park, directly across from the resting 
place of fellow heavy metal pioneer 
Ronnie James Dio. 





Johnson. Angus Scrimm and Lemmy Kilmister. 


Amongst those who paid tribute 
to him was Marilyn Manson, who 
told Rolling Stone. "Every song of 
his was a way for me to com- 
municate to others. It was a 


sedative. An arousal. A love letter I could never 
have written." 

Nell Galman tweeted, "Stunned and sad. The 
world Is emptier now, and all the stars crashing 
down." 

Bowie's music appeared on numerous genre 
movie soundtracks, including the aforementioned 
Hellralser III. alongside Motbrhead. As an actor, 
his genre credits include the 1983 cult vampire 
movie The Hunger, Twin Peaks: Fire Walk With 
Me (1992) and The Hunger TN series (1999 to 
2000). Bowie was also known for his often dark, 
surreal music videos and worked with celebrated 
directors such as Floria Stgismondi (Marilyn Man- 
son's "The Beautiful People") and, most recently, 

Johan Renck {The Walking Dead), who directed 
the video for "Lazarus," off of the Blackstarai- # 
bum. 

ANDY BURNS 4 
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JOE DANTE PAYS TRIBUTE TO CINEMATOGRAPHER VILMOS ZSIGMONO • 


A/} image fmm early VHmos Zsigmond-sM film Blood of Ghastly Horror, and {top} the late cinematographer. 


After sjfferiig from a combination of iiinesses, 
cinematograpfier Vilmos Zsigmond died on Janu- 
ary 1 , 201 6 in Big Sur, Caiifornia, at the age of 85. 
The Hungarian-American was best known for his 
work on Deliverance. The Deer Hunter and Close 
Encounters of the Third Kind, for which he won 
the Oscar in 1977. 

“Viimos wasone of that generation that not oniy 
changed the way movies looked, but changed the 
way we iook at movies,” American Society of 
Cinematographers President Richard Crudo re- 
marked to TheASC.com. 

While many of the accoiades following Zsig- 
mond’s passing cited his groundbreaking Hoi- 
iywood productions for Steven Spieiberg, John 
Boorman and Brian DePaima, his eariy work in 
fiim consisted of genre projects. 

"When Viimos and his friend [cinematographer] 
Las2io Kovacs [1933-2007] arrived in Hollywood 
after the Hungarian Revolution, the oniy way to 
break into the business was through non-union, 
iow-budget expioifation movies,” explains Zslg- 
mond’s long-time friend, director Joe Dante. 
"They went from Job to job, often uncredited. 
Some of these movies ran on the drive-ln cir- 
cuit for years under a plethora of alternate titles 
(frequently combined with new footage to add 
bikers, aliens or more violence), making their 
exact contributions sometimes hard to pinpoint. 
We do know that Blood of Ghastly Horror, Fiend 
with the Electronic Brain, Man with the Synthetic 
Brain and The Love Maniac all began as Psycho 
A Go-Go, a slasher movie with no sci-fi elements 
at all. Probably the two diamonds In the rough for 
Vilmos during this period, although little noted at 
the time, were 1963’s The Sadist and 1968's The 
Name of the Game is Kill, both of which feature 
knock-out photography and com- 
position." 

The Sadist, directed by James 
Landis and based on the story of 
American teenager Charlie Stark- 
weather, who went on a two-month 
killing spree across Nebraska and 
Wyoming between December 1 957 
and January 1958, proved to be 
hugely Influential on Dante, who 
became the owner of the sole re- 
maining copy of the film on 35mm. 

'T saw The Sadist at a Philadel- 
phia grind house on Its first release and was blown 
away by its real-time structure and gritty cine- 
matography," he recalls. "Already familiar with 
the substandard output of its producers, I was 


unprepared for the intensity and craftsmanship 
on display. It prefigured the later cribcal favour- 
ite Badlands, based on the same real-life crime 
spree, and deserves to be better known. Years 
later, I talked Vilmos into providing an Informative 
DVD commentary for its Initial disc 
release." 

Though he’d move on from genre 
pictures to more mainstream films, 
Dante believes that Zsigmond's early 
American B-movles proved pivotal for 
future filmmakers. 

"I think he was able to Introduce a 
lot of his Euro working methods into 
the poverty row projects he began his 
American career with," says Dante. 
"Anyone who’s ever worked in this 
area knows that the ability to produce 
quality work at warp speed is the key to breaking 
out of the ghetto of shoestring-budget pictures. 
When you look at his filmography. Horror of the 
Blood Monsters is just one title away from All- 


man's McCabe and Mrs. Millert'' 

Perhaps amazingly, even at 85 years of age, 
Zsigmond showed liftle sign of slowing down. 
Though it had been years since he’d worked on 
a genre picture, he was still shooting regularly, 
Including episodes of television’s The Mindy Proj- 
ect. He also maintained close ties to his home- 
land. Dante travelled with him and his wife Susan 
to Hungary several years ago, where Dante says 
that Zsigmond was treated as "a national hero." 

“He never strayed far from his roots despite his 
elevation to the Hollywood A list," says Dante. "At 
the time of his death he was running one of the 
biggest camera, lighting and grip companies in 
Budapest. Awards and many nominations aside, 
it’s the images he provided to us over the years 
that are his lasting legacy. As long as people are 
watching Deliverance, The Long Goodbye, Close 
Encounters, Obsession, Images, Winter Kills, The 
Sugarland Express and so many others, including 
The Sadist, Vilmos’ pioneering work will live on." 

ANDY BURNS 




A group of Los Angeles citizens recently 
mounted a campaign to preserve the final home 
of legendary editor and genre advocate Forrest 
J Ackerman. 

As the co-founder of Famous Monsters of 
Filmland magazineand literary agent to the likes 
of Ray Bradbury and The Wolf Man screenwrit- 
er Curt Siodmak, Ackerman - known as “Uncle 
Forry" to legions of fans - left an indelible mark 
on pop culture. His famous "Ackermansion," 
which housed his massive collection of sci-fi 
and horror movie memorabilia, was a mecca for 
genre fans until financial struggles forced him to 
sell the property in 2002. Ackerman spent the 
last six years of his life in the “Acker-Mini-Man- 
sion, ” a modest bungalow in the Los Angeles 
neighbourhood of Los Feliz (Ackerman pictured 
at the home). He died in December 2008. 

Now, the property's current owner wants to 
raze the house to make way for a parking lot. 

“Forry’s legacy followed him to his last house,” 
says Ackerman's former caretaker, Joe Moe, 
on why the house should be preserved. "Every 
time we drive past that Acker-Mini-Mansion, 
we remember Uncle Forry. Every time we share 
his story, we convince new generations to keep 


imagination alive, contribute their creativity, and 
to envision the utopia Forry always dreamed of 
-all of that, embodied in a little yellow house." 

When plans to level the home were announced, 
a group called Concerned Citizens of Los Feliz 
launched a campaign to stop the demolition. The 
group collected hundreds ot signatures on an 
online petition and mobilized Ackerman's fans, 
encouraging supporters to attend council meet- 
ings and committee hearings. 

“We’re losing our history,” says screenwrit- 
er and campaign organizer Alex Kondracke. 
“We're losing what this city has always been, 
and nobody’s really fighting for it. ... Ackerman 


should’ve gotten a star on Hollywood Boulevard, 
his museum collection should have been pre- 
served, and nobody did it. Now that’s all gone, 
and the next step is that his last home is going 
to be gone, too." 

The group asked the city’s Cultural Heritage 
Commission to declare the home a historic mon- 
ument - a designation that could stay the demo- 
lition. On January 19. the Governing Board of the 
Los Feliz Neighbourhood Council voted against 
the designation; a finai decision from the His- 
toric Resources Committee was still pending at 
press time. 

APRIL SNELUNGS 


ENTRAILS 




) With its Kickstarter campaign 
fully funded, and $22,000 raised, 
tfie Hollywood Horror Museum iias 
moved forv^rd. Featuring a Board 
of Directors that Includes Mick Garris 
iSleepwalkers. The Standi, Sean S. 
Cunningham {Friday the J3£h), Clive 
Barker and Joe Dante {Grernlindi, 
the non-profrt, edu- 
cat’onal facility v/ill I 
house memorabilia, | 
exhibits and pro- 
gramming placing I 
the genre in a histoncal and fun envi- 
ronment A travelling exhibit will tour 
the worid for the next three years, be- 
fore settling into its permanent home 
In 2018. 


shot of a priest with his own head on 
his lap), which he also directed. 

) After twice receiving a NC-17 
rating from the MPAA, enough cuts 
were finally made to Rob Zombie’s 
forthcoming film 31 for it to receive 
an R-rafing and play in theatres. 
The crowdfunded film 
features “strong bloody 
horror violence, pervasive 
language, sexual content 
and drug use." Starring 
Zombie regulars Malcolm McDowell, 
Sherri Moon Zombie and Meg Foster, 
it sees five people taken hostage and 
forced to play a game in which “the 
mission is to survive twelve hours 
against a gang of evil downs.’’ 


) The Exorcist series - based on 
William Peter Blatty’s 1971 novel and 
consisting of five films (two of them 
different versions of the same pre- 
quel) - Is being reimagined lor tele- 
vision. According to Deadline, FOX 
has given a pilot order to rights-own- 
er Morgan Creek Productions. The 
script comes from Jeremy Slater 
(2015’s Fantastic Foui) and is being 
described as “a propulsive, serialized 
psychological thriller.’' In addition, 
Blatty made an unofficial online mon- 
ition In December of a forthcoming 
Blu-ray director's cut of The Exorcist 
///(presumably restoring the infamous 


) Following The Hateful Eight, direc- 
tor Quentin Tarantino is considering a 
horror film for his next project. In an 
interview with Time Out, he stated, 
"I would love to make a really, really 
scary horror film, like The Exorcist 
But I don’t know if me taking my 
sense of humour and putting it in the 
backseat just to hit a tone of dread 
from beginning to end Is the best use 
of my talents or my time.” Tarantino’s 
previous horror experience includes 
co-writing and co-starring in Fivm 
Dusk ra/Daiwi(1996) and executive 
producing Eli Roth's //osfe/ 2(2007). 


)A few months ago, details 
emerged about on what writer/di- 
rector Marcus Dunstan was planning 
with co-wrifer Patrick Melton for 
//a//oween/?e/i/ms. According to The 
Wrap, those plans have now been 
scrapped and the film Is on hold, as 
Dimension FIms has lost the rights 
to the franchise. Miramax is currently 
looking for a new distributor and ap- 
pears to be going back to square one 
with the series, with neither Dunstan 
nor Melton attached. 

)With a Pacific Rim sequel on 
hold, Guillermo Del Toro is focusing 
on three new projects. According 
to various sources, he’s in talks to 
helm Fox’s long-gestating remake 
of the 1966 film Fantastic Voyage, 
about members of a submarine who 
shrink down to microscopic size to 
repair the damaged brain of a sci- 
entist The director is also develop- 
ing a big screen adaptation of Alvin 
Schwartz's book series Scary Stories 
to Tell In the Darklor CBS Films. Fi- 
nally, he's attached to TroHhunters, 
an animated series co-produced by 
DreamWorks Animation and Net- 
flix. It's about “a fantastical world 
wrapped around two best friends 
who make a startling discovery be- 
neath their hometown.” 

ANDY BURNS 
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Small Town Monsters, a film com- 
pany dedicated to examining true-life 
"monster” cases, will debut its second 
documentary. Beast of Whitehaii, on 
April 1. Following the success of Min- 
er/a Monster - about a Bigfoot-like 
creature reported in rural Ohio during 
1978 - director Seth Breedlove and 
producer/composer Brandon Dalo 
turned their sights on another bizarre 
case that was said to have occurred 
in upstate New York near the town 
of Whitehall (often referred to as the 
Bigfoot Capitol of the East Coast) in 
upstate New York. In 1976, two teens 
were driving on an isolated road In 
the Adirondack Mountains when they 
heard a scream. As they slowed to 
listen, they witnessed a huge, ape- 
like creature running towards their 
car. Police were summoned, some of 
whom saw the creature as well. Beast 
of Whitehall will be available at small- 
townmonsters.com. 

LYLE BLACKBURN 
MORE MONSTRO BI2AHH0 AT RUE-MOHEUE.GOM 
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CURSE OF THE 
PUPPETTIASTER 

Th* human •xparimant... 


UPS|DED0W1VJ CROSS 


UPSIDEDOWN CROSS 

Explalted, abusad, addicted and alck: 
Nadine Mirvived the streeti, but can (he 
(urvive an exercUm? 


HOTEL INFERNO 

First persen action herrerl 


nELD FREAK 

He want* you eutt 


SCARS 

Kllllnp dude* Is easy. 


PUPPET MASTER 5: 
THE RNAL CHAPTER 

Puppets V*. an ail new evllt 


FLESH FOR 
THE INFERNO 

You will bum ler this. 


ALL HELL 
BREAKS LOOSE 

Save th* girl. Save your soul. 


ORDER NOW AT MVOviSual con. & MAJOR RETAILERS 













A German man was killed by shrapnel on Christmas Day after he and two accomplices attempted 
to rob a condom machine by blowing it up. 


THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE (2003} 

BACKSEAT BULLET THROUGH THE BRAIN 


Genre fevourtte James Hong {Big Trouble in Uttie Chin^ dubbed the English voices for two Jap- 
anese characters, Ogata and Dr. Serizawa. in 1956's Godzilla, Kingoftbe Monsters, the Ameri- 
canized version of 1954's Gojira. 


HIGH TENSION 

GEHING HEAD FROM THE DEAD 


In early industrial-age Britain, flour was so expensive that urban bakers often cut it with chalk, 
plaster of Paris and other non-edible ingredients in order to turn a profit. The official term for this 
practice Is "adulteration." 


CREEP VAN 

BRUTALLY BISECTED BLONDE 


Desttigasm, the 2015 heavy metal horror film, 
Walmart release. The retailer also requested new 


renamed Heavy Metal Apocalypse tor its 
ir art In which the pentagram was removed. 


After being caught shoplifting eadler this year, a 23-ye3r-old Myrtle Beach woman allegedly 
fought with the store’s security personnel and bit oft part of one woman's finger. Though the 


Freddy Lim, lead singer of the death metal band Cthonic, ran for a legislative seat in his native 
Taiwan in January and won. He’s a member of the recently formed New Power Party. 


On January 1 1 , part of Berkeley, California’s BART transit system was shut down after a human 
leg was found on the track; authorities believe It belongs to a woman who was hit by a train back 


The living room set of TV’s Addams Family, which was broadcast in black and white, was largely 
made up of pink, green and yellow hues, as those colours translate best Into greys on film. 


William Bullock, the man who Invented the web rotary printing press in 1 863, was killed by his 
own machine four years later. While helping to install a unit at the Philadelphia Public Ledger, his 
leg became trapped in the press and crushed. He died during the subsequent amputation surgery. 


George A. Romero, David Cronenberg, Dario Argento and Guillermo del Toro all worked on their 
own versions of frankensfe/nthat never got produced. 


When an Arkansas animal hoarder passed away last November, authorities had trouble reaching 
her due to the vicious dogs on her property. When they were finally able to enter the premises, 
they found the woman had been partially eaten by her pets, post mortem. 


Dario Argento’s Suspirla was the first Italian film to use a Steadicam. 


For a period between 1959 and 1984, London, Oirtario, was the “serial killer capital of the world." 
Three killers were active in the city during this period, piling up some 29 homicides. Sixteen of 
these grisly deaths remain officially unsolved. 


POSSESSED RECAN TATTOO 

Adam Stoner (Instagram: @adam_sloner) 


DANNY 6R0SH0NG 

Drop by our Facebook page every month for a chance to have 
your Final Words! 
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WEIRD STATS & MORBID FACTS \^- 


k ROBDCDP (1987) 


9 SLAMMED INTO TOXIC SLUDGE TANK 


k PROM MGHT 11980) 


^ JUDE GETS JABBED 





GEORGE A. ROMERO GLUbbERMO DEb TORO THE SOSKA SISTERS Bibb MOSELEY 


JASON EDMISTO.N. VINCENT MARCONE. GHOlWSH GARY PlbblN. .MITCH MARKOWITZ 
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CARNI^b 


DarkCarnivalExpo.com 


EXHIBITOR BOOKINGS ARE NOW OPEN 

JODY@RUE-MORGUE.COM 



D HIMALAYAN YETICREATUREPLICA 

$34.99 

The easiest way to sight an elusive 
yeti is to put one on your collectbles shelf. 
This 8 1/4"-tall abominable snowman boasts 
nineteen points of articulation, stands on a 
base of Ice and is simply one of the (pun In- 
tended) coolest-looking monsters we’ve ever 
glimpsed. All he needs now is a home. 


0 KILLIN ME SORLY DOLLS 

$32 

Embrace the softer side of your fa- 
vourite fear-monger with an 8-inch plush doll 
by Klllln Me Softly. Each one Is hand made 
out of high quality felt and backed with a solid 
piece of cuddly grey fleece. Delicate, devious 
and not recommended tor small children, Ja- 
son and Wednesday need your love. 


n REDRUM PERIOD PANTIES 

■■ Bring out ya red with a pair of fled rum 
period panties. Featuring the infamous creepy 
twins awash in crimson, they're made of 95 
percent combed cotton and five percent elas- 
tane. Sizes run from Small to 3XL. Machine 
wash cold, line dry, and look forward to your 
monthly blood flood. 


m HUMAN FAMILYPEDE RICKER 

While stuck together In traffic you 
can shock and disgust other motorists wlh a 
Human Familypede sticker. This 3 x 9 die cut, 
weather resistant, tear-proof vinyl decal can 
go on your car, laptop or any smooth surface. 
Got a close family? Let everyone know just 
how close. 


toivtctni“5 



In the mid- ’60s, Remco released a set of three 
Monsters dolls - Herman, Lily and Grandpa - 
from the classic TV series. Ranging in height 
from 5 to 6 1 /4 inches, they featured oversized 
heads with rooted hair and moulded clothing. 
Most of the dolls found on eBay are in loose 
condition and sell for around $100 apieoe, while 

) 14 


a still-boxed specimen can command several 
hundred dollars. The company also put released 
three similarly manufactured dolls for TJieAdd- 
ams Familythat same year. 

JAMES BURRELL 
MORE CRYPTIC COLLECTIBLES LT HUE-MORGULCOM 








WIThIHE I(EFLECTING skin restored and 

REISSUED, WRITER/DIRECTOR PHILIP ■ ■ 
REVISITSTHE SUBLIMELY GROTESQUE WORLD 
OF HISTORTUREDCOMING-OF-AGE 


ILIP RIDLEY a m 
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NCE UPON A TIME, CHILDREN ' 
IN HORROR MOVIES WERE UNfl 
BLEMISHED PARAGONS OF VIrI 


purity and liaivete 


, . variance with the likes of the clay crea- 
ture in Der Golem and Karloff's bewildered Mon- 
ster in Frankenstein, their flower-like fragility 
cruelly exposed by the more tenebrous menaces 
of Wand The Leopard Man. Naturally, it wasn’t 
difficult for early audiences to work out where 
their sympathies should lie, but such assurances 
were challenged in ensuing decades with the ar- 
rival of the tiny terrors lurking in The Bad Seed, 
Village of the Damned, The Other, The Exorcist 
and The Omen, Kids were now destructive and 
demonic creatures capable of a great many 
evils; the once unsullied state of childhood a fer- 
tile ground for fear. 

In 1990, Philip Ridley’s The Reflecting Skin 
offered audiences another curious examination 
of lost innocence, one rooted in family dysfunc- 
tion as opposed to the supernatural. Shot in Al- 
berta, Canada, on a budget of $1 .5 million, and 
released to acclaim at the Cannes Film Festival, 
1 soon reaped comparisons with the films of Da- 
vid Lynch and Terrence Malick, the paintings of 
Andrew Wyeth and Norman Rockwell, and the 
writings of Flannery O’Connor and Lewis Carroll 
in its hallucinogenic evocation of 1950s Ameri- 
cana. Like much of Ridley’s work, The Reflecting 
Skin is a rite-of-passage story, but rarely has the 


with such fidelity - the movie deliberately substi- 
tuting blatant shock for the unsettling austerity of 
its beautifully calibrated visuals. 

The story revolves around Seth Dove (Jeremy 
Cooper), an eight-year-old boy growing up on 
the illimitable plains of post-World War II Idaho 
with his unstable mother Ruth (Sheila Moore) 
and henpecked father Luke (Duncan Fraser). The 
family operates a dilapidated gas station, where 
the sign “Dove Garage” is missing letters so that 
it now ominously reads “Dove rage.” Ruth ha- 
rangues her husband for constantly stinking of 
gasoline, prompting Luke to escape his miser- 
able existence within the pages of a pulp horror 
novel. Fascinated by his father’s lurid reading 


material, Seth questions him about vampires 
and in turn becomes fixated on a reclusive local 
widow named Dolphin Blue (Lindsay Duncan), 
a sombre, pale-skinned Englishwoman who 
dresses in black and resides alone In an isolated 
house amidst a sea of wheat. 

One day, Seth's friend Eben (Codie Lucas 
Wilbee) is found dead inside a water tank at the 
Dove Garage. Due to a past homosexual indis- 
cretion, Luke is suspected of murdering the child 
and commits a drastic act. In the wake of these 
events, Seth’s soldier brother Cameron (Viggo 
Mortensen) returns home from serving in the 
Pacific and begins an affair with Dolphin. Short- 
ly thereafter, Cameron is afflicted with bleeding 
gums, and sudden hair and weight loss, leading 
Seth to conclude that Dolphin is a vampire and 
his elder sibling is now her unwitting victim. As 
more children vanish from the prairies, and the 
secluded community despairing, Seth’s attention 
is drawn to a mysterious gang of leather-jacket- 
ed young men who cruise the lonely backroads 
in a black Cadillac... 

Alongside Man Bites Dog, Clean Shaven and 
Wes Craven’s New Nightmare, The Reflecting 
Skin heralded the dawn of a potentially trans- 
formative decade for the ce- 
rebral, poetic horror film (a 
promise left largely unfulfilled 
by the rest of the 1990s). 

This view was not endorsed 
by some critics, with Variety i 
praising Ridley’s technical I 
skill and macabre sense of ; 
humour but dismissing his ' 
provocative vision as a “pre- ' 
tentious essay in the gro- I 
tesque.” Vincent Canby be- . 
gan his review by perceptively ; 
stating that the film presented , 

“a nightmare of childhood 
In which everything feared is made manifest,” 
before toeing the party line In labelling It “pre- 
tentious nonsense." Pressing valiantly against 
the tide were Pete Travers and Roger Ebert, the 
latter even proclaiming The Reflecting Skinto be 
’’better" than Blue Velvet 


In recent years, the reputation of this haunting 
cult item as a lost masterpiece has continued to 
flourish - as has Ridley’s own standing as a rare, 
polymorphous talent. A respected screenwriter, 
playwright, children’s author and visual artist 
(who once claimed his favourite childhood hob- 
bies were writing, drawing, reading and the tor- 
ture and killing of insects), he has directed just 
two further genre-defying features: The Passion 
of Daikly NoonitQQS) and Heartless {200S). 

To mark Soda Pictures' sumptuous restoration 
of his deliriously disturbing debut on Btu-ray (out 
now in the UK, coming to North America), Rue 
Morgue invited the 51 -year-old Brit to reflect on 
The Reflecting Skin. 

WHAT WERE YOU DRAWING UPON FOR 
INSPIRATION WHEN YOU ENVISIONED 
THE REFLECTING SKINl 
It was a combination of lots of things, really. I 
was studying painting at St. Martin’s School of 
Art in London, so obviously a lot of the visual art 
I was interested in was seeping into the work: 
the paintings of Andrew Wyeth and the later 
paintings of [Giorgio] de Chirico. I also grew up 
discovering Americana in the way most of us 
did - through watching mov- 
ies and reading books and 
comics - as I’d never been 
there. So I had this mythi- 
cal, dreamlike sense of what 
I thought America was like 
which had no basis in reality 
at all! [Laughs] I then became 
TiN*^ obsessed with this imaginary 

world and, whilst attending 
St. Martin’s, I did a sequence 
of collages and found images 
that I called Ameiican GoUiic. 
These works were, if you like, 
my mythical reinterpretation 
of what I imagined 1950s America to be. It was 
a place where all the men had quiffs like Elvis 
Presley and wore leather jackets like Marlon 
Brando: and all the women were blonde and 
looked like Marilyn Monroe; and everyone drove 
around in a shiny black Cadillac. It was this kind 





at their father's graveside, that's straight out of 
the dinner table scene where the son imitates his 
police chief father. ... Interestingly, I do remem- 
ber somebody saying in one early meeting: "So, 
your movie is going to took like Stand by Me, is 
it?' Because that was the only recent film they 
could reference that was set in America during 
the 1 950s and was about a group of young boys. 

I said, “No, not at all. It’s going to be bright yel- 
low and bright blue, with lot of violins playing, 
and it’s going to be over-the-top!” Explaining all 
of this was very hard work. However, once the 
first financier came in, which was British Screen, 
all the others lined up fairly quickly. But can you 
imagine the script for The Reflecting Skin getting 
off the ground now? Not in a million years! Cer- 
tainly not out of Britain anyway. 

YOU WERE BORN AND RAISED IN THE 
EAST END OF LONDON, FAR FROM THE 
LANGUID PRAIRIES OF POST-WAR IDA- 
HO. I WAS WONDERING HOW RELEVANT 
YOUR OWN CHILDHOOD EXPERIENCES 
ARE TO THE FILM? 

What you do when you create any story is you 
find one tiny atom of your own life, which reflects 
the themes and feelings of what you're doing, 
and then expand that atom so that it fills your 
entire universe. My childhood obviously wasn't 
spent running around in wheat fields, but the 
kinds of things Seth goes through are universal 
experiences of childhood. The idea of childhood 
being this playful, idyllic time where it’s all Mary 
Poppins and you have fluffy teddy bears and all 
that, is a fairly recent phenomenon in the evolu- 
of mankind. Until this idealized vision took 
hold, childhood had been a hard and terrifying 
place. I mean, less than a hundred years ago in 
Britain we were still sending eight-year-old boys 
up chimneys to clean them. So, childhood can be 
a place of fear and darkness in which you are left 
completely helpless as you don't yet possess the 
the world. Hopeful- 
hlngs we can relate 
Even though the film is 
ore as a visual poem, I 
situation to some 
dilemma is his having to rely on 
)le time and the grown-ups are 
very fallible and damaged themselves. 


THE NARRATIVE HINGES ON SETH'S IN- 
ABILITY TO INTERPRET THE REALITY OF 
THE EVENTS OCCURRING AROUND HIM 
THAT DOLPHIN BLUE IS NOT A VAMPIRE 
BUT A LONELY, GRIEF-STRICKEN WIDOW; 
AND THAT HIS BROTHER, CAMERON, IS 
NOT HER UNSUSPECTING VICTIM BUT IS 
ACTUALLY SUFFERING THE EFFECTS OF 
RADIATION SICKNESS. 

Right, but in regard to Cameron's radiation sick- 
ness, nobody at the time really knew about all 


aural - as I believe all films should. But that is 
the most difficult script to write and is why so 
few of these types of films ever get made. Peo- 
ple enjoy reading a script that has great dialogue 
and tells a good story. Fair enough, but that's 
not necessarily the language of cinema. So, I had 
to have endless meetings with people and bring 
in portfolios of work - paintings, watercolours, 
samples of music I was going to use - just to 
demonstrate to them what I thought the impact 
of the film was going to be. 


WERE THERE ANY CINEMATIC TOUCH- 
STONES FOR THE REFLECTING SKIN? 

Night of the Hunter, which is one of my fa- 
vourite films, was an influence. In fact, one of 
the things I kept saying when we were getting 
our film together was that The Reflecting Skin 
should look like Night of the Hunter - if it had 
been shot in colour. I also love the films of Ste- 
ven Spielberg and there’s a quote in there from 


( /? ■ 

of hyper-real total fantasy of what I thought 
America was, and the roots and inspiration for 
The Reflecting Skin lay within that. 


WAS IT DIFFICULT PUTTING THE FINANC- 
ING TOGETHER FOR SUCH AS UNUSUAL- 
LY DISTURBING FILM? 

I can only give you a double-edged answer to that 
question; it was difficult on one side because the 
film you see is what I wrote. I shot the script and 
the script wasn’t commercial in any sense of the 
word. The Reflecting Skin is an extreme sort of 
art-house film and everyone knew that its com- 
mercial potential was pretty limited. Of course, 
a script isn’t the film, and it was difficult to sit 
there and describe [to potential investors] what 
the cinematic effect was ultimately going to be. 
I’d written something that, in cinematic terms. 



that anyway. All those guys who watched the 
nuclear testing at Bikini Atoll - which is what 
Cameron has returned home from - were sim- 
ply told to stand on the decks [of their ships] 
and put dark glasses on. No one knew what the 
long-term effects of those weapon tests and 
the resulting fallout would be. But yes, you're 
right, what Seth Is going through is a struggle 
to understand the world all around him. He is 
constantly attempting to make sense of a world 
that makes no sense really, and so it’s like Al- 
ice in Wonderland. What Seth does is he joins 
some dots together, but, unfortunately, he joins 
the wrong dots and comes out with the wrong 
picture. 

BACK THEN, HOW CONSCIOUS WERE 
YOU OF THIS DANGEROUSLY IDEALIZED 
PERCEPTION SOME CITY PEOPLE HAVE 
OF THE COUNTRYSIDE, WHEN IN FACT 
RECENT RESEARCH HAS REVEALEDTHAT 
THE SUICIDE RATES IN RURAL AREAS : 
AREHIGHERTHANINURBANCENTRES? - 
I know! It’s rea/fy scaryl My dad used to work on 
a farm in England, so I heard a few horror stories 
about the countryside from him. In fact, the ex- • 
ploding frog comes directly from my dad. He told 
me that the local kids on the farm used to find . 
frogs, stick straws up their backsides, and inflate • 
them. They didn’t bloodily explode them with the : 
aid of a slingshot like Seth does; they would sIm- : 
ply put the frogs on the river and watch them 
float away like living balls. Of course, in the 
countryside, there is no sentimentality about • 
animals at all. It's quite hard-nosed. But I think ; 
the subject of high suicide rates in rural areas is I 
something that has become more talked about 
since The Reflecting Shn was made. In fact, a | 
lot of the things the film deals with - that were ; 
questioned or ignored at the time - are now ; 
present in the public consciousness. 

THE VISUAL STYLE AND SATURATED I 
PALETTE OF THE FILM IS BREATHTAK- 
ING, BUT I RECENTLY HEARD THAT YOU I 
ACTUALLY PAINTED THE WHEAT FIELDS 
YELLOW. ISTHATTRUE? 

I did! [Laughs] They weren’t yellow enough! That I 
wouldn't be necessary today in the age of digital ; 
technology as you could go In and simply bump ; 
up the yellow. There were two reasons why I did . 
it; firstly, the natural look of wheat is not real- : 
ly golden, or even that yellow, it’s all brown. I ■ 
was aware of what we could do in-camera with : 
filters - and also with the final colour grading ; 
available at Technicolor - to make it the intense ; 
yellow that I wanted, but it still wasn't enough. - 
So, I went out to the fields with bucket loads of 
Cadmium and Indian yellow, and touched up the ; 
front bits of the wheat. These areas would catch ; 
the sunlight more and heighten the yellow. Also, [ 
there are usually patches of green weeds and, as . 


much as it was possible, I would paint these out, 
I was out there in the dark at five o’clock in the 
morning - before anyone had arrived and just as 
the sun was coming up - literally spray-painting 
wheat. The crew were all local farmers and they 
thought it was the most bizarre thing they’d ever 
seen. They had no idea what kind of film this was 
going to be. 

WERE THERE ANY PARTICULAR ASPECTS 
OF THE REFLECTING SKINTHPJyOK) CON- 
CEIVED OF AS HAVING SPECIFIC SYM- 
BOLIC IMPLICATIONS? 

How can I explain this? I didn’t conceive of the 
film in terms of symbols. It’s kind of like a dream, 
and when you’re in a dream you don’t know the 
symbols. Do you know what I mean? When I 
wrote the script everything felt very natural and 
of that world. Again, It wasn’t realism at all. It 
was my trying to create a dreamscape and the 
film Is doing two things, really, that some people 
didn't understand at the time but, over the years, 
have started to get: The Reflecting Skin presents 
a remembered childhood and it’s obviously all 
seen through the eyes of Seth. As the film pro- 
gresses, you get the feeling that he is very much 
an unreliable narrator. Seth is probably an old 
man now, remembering or telling someone the 
story of his childhood. In which he’s condensed 
everything bad that has happened to him into 
one mythical summer - the brightest, most 
golden heat-wave summer ot his life. But he is 
remembering it all through the eyes of somebody 
who is now psychotic anyway. 

INTERESTINGLY, I WAS ABOUT TO IN- 
QUIRE IF YOU HAD EVER PRIVATELY 
SPECULATED ON WHAT KIND OF MAN 
SETH WOULD HAVE GROWN INTO? 

Ah! Now that is - in a way- what the end is all 
about. In essence, the last four minutes of the 
film a kind of symbolic, remembered screaming 


CHILDHOOD CAN BE 
A PLACE OF FEAR 
AND DARKNESS IN 
WHICH YOU ARE 
LEFT COMPLETELY 
HELPLESS. 


at something, I mean, it probably didn't happen 
like that at all but that's the way Seth -thinking 
back as a grown man - is recalling that deci- 
sive moment. I remember having conversations 
when we were doing a lot of the interior set de- 
sign and props, and I was coming up with ideas. 
I did many drawings and colour schemes about 
what I thought the interior of Dolphin Blue’s 
house should look like. I kept saying, “Every cor- 
ner of her home Is like a sequence of still lifes. 
Every wall and table surface tells a story." I was 
choosing various objects like the harpoon, the 
bger skull, and other predatory animals like pi- 
ranhas and sharks, to place inside there. People 
were saying that nobody would have all this stuff 
in their home, and I’d argue, “Yes, but this film 
isn’t about realism. It's about how, in the passing 
of time, Seth remembers how Dolphin’s house 
looked. He has invested these memories with 
everything else he has gone on to experience as 
an adult." As I say. The Reflecting Skin is about 
a remembered psychotic past and once you key 
into that fact you understand the language of 
the film. It's like a piece of software: you get the 
code of how to unlock everything. 

THE FILM'S MOST SINISTER IMPLICA- 
TION IS THAT SETH IS IN FACT THE KILL- 



JEREMY COOPER, STAR OfIHE HEFlEaiNG SKIN, 
RECALLS MAKING A VERY STRANGE MOVIE IN 
p. THEWHEAT FIELDS OF ALBERTA 

LI OF stn 


I N AN EARLY SCENE IN THE REFLECTING SKIN, 
DOLPHIN BLUE, A CREEPY ENGLISH WIDOW 
WREATHED BY PRESERVED PIRANHA PARTS. 


shark jawbones and an idle 
harpoon, discloses the follow- 
Dove, the wide-eyed child sitting in 
tier peculiar home: 

“Sometimes terrible things happen quite nat- 
urally.” 

Although Jeremy Cooper, who played the 
troubled tyke in Philip Ridley's stylish slice ot 
American Gothic, finds this alarming proclama- 
tion to be a valid one, he recalls the summer he 
spent making the film in August 1989 to be one 
of the best things that has ever happened to him. 

" The Reflecting Skin was a wonderful experi- 
ence which began for me when Philip came to 
Vancouver and hosted open casting sessions to 
find somebody to play Seth,” the former actor, 
now 36, informs Rue Morgue. “I don’t remember 
how many children came out, but I do know that 
quite a few kids auditioned for the role -and for 
the other child roles in the f Im. After I landed the 
part, I was given a bowl cut and had my natural 
brown hair dyed black. I didn't care because I 
was working with great people like Philip, Lind- 
say Duncan, [cinematographer] Dick Pope and 
the great Viggo Mortensen who really did feel 
like a big brother to me.” 


Joining cast and crew on the windswept plains 
of Alberta for the 33-day shoot. Cooper was ac- 
companied by his mother throughout filming, 
whom he credits for helping to prepare him each 
working day. He also acknowledges the skill and 
sensitivity exhibited by his director in drawing a 
credible performance out of him and the other 
child actors on the production, while protecting 
them by employing such methods as having him 
react to horrors that were shot separately and 
then edited together with his scenes. 

“Philip had a way of communicating to us that 
was caring, but also very intense,” intimates 
Cooper. “If he needed a certain emotion to come 
out in a scene, his approach was like that of a fa- 
ther telling his son something important. We had 
a good rapport during fiming and, even though 
I was very young, I still noted this undertone of 
Intensity to everything we did. Whatever scene 
we were shooting, Philip would say, ‘You cando 
this, Jeremyl You can feel that anger! You can 
feel that lossi' Incredibly, each time the camera 
started rolling, I really would start to feel those 
emotions.” 

As a relative newbie to acting (and life) at the 
time. Cooper admits to not fully comprehending 


ER AND THE GREASERS IN THE BLACK 
CADILLAC ARE MERE FIGMENTS OF HIS 
IMAGINATION, OR PERHAPS THE PRO- 
JECTED AVATARS THAT ALLOW SETH TO 
KILL AND STILL PRESERVE HIS IDENTITY. 
That's right. One of the biggest things that peo- 
ple pick up on in the wrong way is Seth being 
the only one - until the very end - who sees the 
black Cadillac. As soon as that car appears the 
camera goes straight onto Seth and excludes 


: anyone else In the scene. The idea that Seth is 
the killer is one of the things I feel the film is 
pretty clear about. I say “clear" now, but some 
reviews of the time were saying, "How come 
nobody else seems to see this incredible black 
Cadillac?” Well, if you've asked that question, 
you haven't quite got It. I mean, somebody once 
asked me, “Surely that Cadillac would get dusty 
on those backroads?” I said, “Yes, it would, and 
doesn't that indicate how hard we worked to 


: keep tt looking like a stab of black ice? We did 
that for a reason - is it real?” If you watch the 
• scene near the end where Dolphin delivers that 
quasi-comic/horrific speech to Seth about get- 
ting old and all his friends dying, Seth looks up to 
the horizon for no reason. It's as If he’s conjuring 
up that Cadillac like a magic spell; summoning 
something from deep inside that will allow him to 
do something bad to Dolphin. Is he summoning 
the black Cadillac of his own heart? I think that is 




remote home 
- which he 
vividly de- 


ring because it doesn t tie into anything. People 
have often asked, "is it Dolphin’s baby?” Well, 
there's no reason why It has to be anyone's 
baby. Nobody would have questioned It had the 
children found a doll or something. It's simply 
the fact that it's a dead baby. In biblical terms, 
an angel is something that arrives unexpected- 
ly from nowhere and has nothing to do with the 
narrative, but changes it. For example, the Angel 
Gabriel comes to Mary and says, “You will bear 


the hidden complexities of his character. He now 
views Seth as a bewildered, somnambulistic fig- 
ure who Is slowly learning to function emotional- 
ly after being severely damaged by his defective 
family and the insular community in which they 
dwell. 

“You can see that In the scene where Seth 
meets Dolphin up-close in her house to apolo- 
gise for exploding the frog in her face," argues 
Cooper, “The nervousness Seth feels was some- 
thing I actually felt in real life, too. Lindsay was a 
lovely lady but I remember feeling Intimidated of 
her when we shot the scene. I can still recall that 
weird room with the bones and the harpoon, and 
the sadness in Lindsay's voice when she spoke 
all the dialogue about Dolphin's dead husband. 
That stands out in my memory, because it felt 
like the cameras weren’t even there and I had 
really entered a stranger’s home for the first 
time," 

Despite the palpable weight of anxiety and 
earnestness Cooper encountered In his Intimate 
scene with Duncan, he Insists It was a veritable 
picnic in comparison with the fraught moments 
he shared onscreen with Sheila Moore, who 
played Seth’s tremulous, half-crazed mother. 

“Oh my god, Shelia brought a whole new level 
of intensity! I would take a step back whenev- 
er she was around, because her character was 
literally shaking with tremors when she spoke. 
Even in a controlled environment like a movie 
set everything still seems real when you’re a kid, 
so you can’t help feeling scared when you’re in 
close proximity to somebody behaving like that 
- even if they are pretending. The scene where 
Sheila farces me to drink water and keeps 
smacking me In the back of the head was diffi- 
cult to do as I’d never experienced anything like 
that before. She was so frightening in that role, 
I was afraid to even look at her the wrong way!” 

A fan of horror movies. Cooper agrees that The 
Reflecting Skin is one of the most assured and 
accessible examples of the genre's cross-breed- 
ing with art-house cinema. He also concurs with 
Philip Ridley’s view that several thematic cor- 
relations exist between The Reflecting Skin and 
The Babadook, Jennifer Kent’s unnerving 2014 


R3M 


what’s going on with him really. Seth has made 
symbols out of his emotions. 


WHAT IS THE SIGNIFICANCE OF THE 
OSSIFIED FOETUS THAT SETH AND KIM 
DISCOVER HIDDEN IN THE BARN AND 
BELIEVE IS A NEWBORN ANGEL? 

I won't give you the full essay on this because 
we’d be here all day, but I will give you the bullet 
points! [Laughs] Firstly, it’s a narrative red her- 


: the son of God.” Inthefilm, whattheangei does 
is it suddenly gives Seth a focus by which he is 
- working out his darker instincts. It becomes the 
■ talisman for Seth to relay his innermost secrets 
toandsay, “Now, te//mewhattodo." 


THE REFLECTING SKIN EMBRACES SUCH 
REAL-LIFE HORRORS AS MADNESS, 
MURDER, PEDOPHILIA AND ECONOMIC 
DECAY THROUGH A DREAMLIKE PRISM. 


chamber piece. 

“The Babadook Is actually the last horror* 
movie I saw,” says Cooper. “Like Philip, I no- 
ticed certain similarities between the two films. 
They both deal with childhood terrors and fam- 
ily traumas somehow being made incarnate. In 
The Babadookyou have the mother dealing with 
the tragic death of her husband as they were on 
their way to the hospital for the birth of the son. 
... That terrible grief, guilt and anger later man- 
Ifeste itself as the monster, and the mother and 
the child have to confront it. I think Philip is right 
in finding that connection because both films are 
concerned with real fears and emotions sort of 
becoming these monstrous, destructive things." 

Enchanted by lingering memories of the pic- 
turesque Alberta prairies, Cooper hopes to revisit 
the locations used 
in The Reflecting 


scribes as “an icon set between endless fields 
of gold and skies of blue" - still stands today. 
However, he expresses no doubts about whether 
or not Ridley’s exquisite masterwork will endure. 

“I first saw The Reflecting Skin at its premiere 
when I was eleven and I struggled to piece to- 
gether what the film meant to me. I didn’t under- 
stand some of the darker elements of the story 
and I don’t believe even my mom realized quite 
how disturbing it was going to be. Only later, 
when I watched the movie again in my teens, 
did I begin to appreciate what an achievement 
it was; how brilliantly it was made and how so- 
phisticated some of the undercurrents were con- 
cerning the shattering of childhood innocence. 
For those reasons alone, I think Philip’s film will 
last a long time."9 







Prairie Predators; Greasers circle the Dove property in their big. black Cadillac. 


DOES THE FILM'S LACKOF A 
URAL ELEMENT MAKE IT A 
TURBING VIEWING EXPERII 
MOST HORROR MOVIES AS 
TO INOCULATE US AGAINST 
IMATE FEARS? 

Yes, it does, and I was interested 
right from the outset. The Rejecting Skin is a 
very odd, fantastical, non-naturaiistic film. 
Again, it has a nightmarish Alice in Wonderland 
quality in that Seth moves from moment to mo- 
ment, seeing this and confusedly interpreting 
that. However, the narrative still deals with ev- 
eryday kinds of things. It's concerned with how 
terrifying human beings can be and perhaps 
the most territying one of all is Seth himself. Of 
course, the name Seth is Old English for “Devir 
and so he resides at the dark heart of the film. 
Another interesting thing for me is that you have 
all these disturbing events happening in a land- 
scape that we have been taught to conceive of 
as being innocent and beautiful: impossibly blue 
skies, golden wheat fields, the harvest of Ameri- 
cana. When 1 was preparing the visual look of the 
film I thought the biggest trick would be to make 
these endless rural vistas feel claustrophobic. I 
knew that if we could make vast, open spaces 
feel as confined as the basement In Psycho, we 
had achieved our objective. 

HOWWASTHE FILM RECEIVED UPON ITS 
RELEASE? 

The Reflecting Skin was originally made for 
BBC2 and, back then, none of the BBC2 televi- 
sion films had ever really received a cinematic 
release - just as they don't now. However, it was 
a huge festival hit and was an official selection 
for the Cannes Film Festival. I remember at the 
first screening, we had a 50 percent walkout at 
the moment the frog exploded. Half the audience 
literally got up and left! The majority of those in 
attendance obviously thought they were about to 
watch Little House on the Prairie, but then the 
film immediately became the amphibian ver- 


sion of The Texas Chainsaw Massacre'. [Laughs] 
1 was sitting at the back so these people, who 
were all huffing and puffing, had to walk past 
me to get out. They didn’t know who I was, but 
I could hear them accusing the director of “dis- 
gusting shock tactics" and “cruelty to animals,” 
that sort of thing. But as the rest of the film 
played out, people were persistently coming in. 
What happened was the audience members that 
had walked out started talking about this shock- 
ing film, and soeverybody else was saying, “This 
sounds interesting!” By the time that screening 
finished, we had people standing at the back of 
the auditorium and were well over capacity as 
others tried to squeeze inside. Then, at the end, 
we got a standing ovation and more screenings 
had to be organized. After that first showing 1 re- 
member walking out into the foyer and a French 
journalist approached me and said, “Your film is 
already a cutt.” 

LOOKING BACK NOW, DOES THE RE- 
FLECTING SKIN STILL HOLD THE SAME 


MEANINGS FOR YOU? 

No, it shifts, and that’s one of the joys of the 
film. Hopefully, it doesn’t have the same mean- 
ings for people as they get older and see it for a 
second, third or fourth time. The Reflecting Skin 
certainly meant something very different to me 
when 1 made it at the end of my twenties than 
it does today. Also, those who discuss the film 
now - like the people who’ve seen the recent 
Blu-ray restoration - are bringing a whole se- 
ries of new interpretations to it that I’ve never 
considered or dreamt of before. I think that’s 
fantastic, because The Reflecting Skin is one 
of those works that is about the meeting place 
between an audience and a film, it just fires out 
these images, dilemmas and puzzles that the 
viewer has to figure out. So, it's that moment of 
jdchemy that exists between these two things, 
where the audience meets those questions and 
comes up with its own answers. The film is very 
much like a painting that way: you have to stand 
there, look at it, and work out what everything 
means. 9 
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AUENZONEARmmSO) 2 is strictly earthbound and little happens in the 

Unofficial sequels are common In Italy; for ex- first half of its 84-minute running time outside 
ample, a number of spaghetti westerns released ot long driving scenes and a sequence where its 
in the wake of Sergio Corbucci's main characters go bowling. 

Django were renamed and mar- Stepping into Ripley’s shoes is 

keted as Django sequels. In horror, HjlllP jhelma {Kmits Belinda Mayne), 

Lucio Fulci inadvertently continued who leads several speleologists into 

this trend when Island of the Liv- a cave containing the remains of a 

ing Dead was retitled Zombi 2 by crashed space shuttle. Within mo- 

producer Ugo Tucci to capitalize on ■■■PhSBS ments, non-union facehuggers are 
Zombi (a.k.a. Dawn of the Dead). attacking her team and making their 

Zomb/ 2 inspired Giro Ippolito’s way to civilization. Black market xe- 

Alien 2: On Eaiti. Under no illusions nomorphs nearly kill Thelma until she 

that his film was anything but a con, somehow develops telekinetic pow- 

the first thing Ippolito did was blow the film’s ers and attacks the aliens, Scarmers-style. 

budget to buy himself a new Jaguar, So, Alien Alien 2 is oddly-paced, sleazy and gross, but 


that results in some memorably nauseating 
scenes, such as when a little girl encounters a 
facehugger egg. The film’s bluesy score - cred- 
ited to ’’Oliver Onions” - owes more to John 
Barry’s music for Midnight Cowboy than Jerry 
Goldsmith’s Alien soundtrack, but it’s strange- 
ly effective, Italian horror buffs will also enjoy 
Cemetery Man director Michele Soavi's cameo 
(credited as “Mychael Shaw”). 

rHECABINEri)FCAUGARin962)/ 

DR.CAUGARI(1989) 

The Cabinet of Caligari finds Joan (Glynis 
Johns) trapped in an isolated estate with several 
other “patients” by the mysterious doctor, this 





time played by a young Dan O’Heriihy {Robocop, 
Halloween lltf. Caligari grills Joan on her troubled 
past with a particular Interest In her sex life, but 
his motives remain unclear. Imprisoned in Callg- 
ari’s home, Joan confronts 
the mad doctor in an ex- 
pressionist dreamscape In a 
last-ditch attempt to protect 
her mind. 

Scripted by Psycho author 
Robert Bloch, Cabinet could 
be more accurately titled 
Fsycho-SabWe, as it doesn’t 
I even dare to get weird until 
I the brief dreamscape scene. 

Sensing they had a dud, 20th 
Century Fox’s marketing department greatly 
overreached with the tagline, “To the Unshock- 
ables: It Shocks! It Shocks! It Shocks!” 

Dr. C3/(gar/on the other hand, Isa work of mad 
genius. Director Stephen Sayadlan cut his teeth 
making surreal hardcore porn films in the early 
’80s, when pom was still flirting with cinematic 
respectability. Having made 


Insane Asylum (ciA). The 
reason? Van Mouten’s priggish husband fears 
her “overactive” libido. CIA director Dr. Caligari, 
the granddaughter of her mysterious German 
namesake, subjects Van Houten to a 
variety of bizarre “treatments” involv- 
ing psychoactive drugs, body modifica- 
tion and visits from a giant, salivating, 
herpes-ridden mouth. Shortly after 
one of her hands Is transformed into 
a Giger-esque marital aid, Mrs. Van 
Houten escapes confinement and seeks 
revenge on Caligari and her husband. 

The film’s art direction wisely shifts 
from silent expressionism and instead 
marries post-David Lynch '80s surrealism with 
the wonky monologues of avant-garde theatre. 
Sayadian’s Dr Caligari \s a pop neon nightmare. 


THE HIUS HAVE EYES PWr 2 (1984) 

The year 1984 saw the release of Wes Cra- 
ven's most enduring h'1 and his greatest flop: A 
Nightmare on Elm Street and The Hills Have Eyes 
Part 2. This belated sequel has irradiated mani- 
ac Pluto (Michael Berryman) stealing a dirt bike 
powered by a secret, super rocket fuel. No joke, 
that’s the real plot. 

Ruby (Janus Blythe) and Bobby (Robert Hous- 
ton) also reprise their roles from the first film, 
but those are little more than cameos. The new 


iwce To See You Again?: iclockwise from top left) Madeleine Reynal in Dr. Caligari. Michael Berryman in 
The Hills Have Eyes Part 2, and were-kangaroos in Howling III: The Marsupials 


characters get all the screen time, and even Plu- 
to plays second fiddle to new villain The Reaper. 
What’s this new villain like? One of the char- 
acters sums It up well when he 
screams “The Reaper sucks!” 

It's no secret this sequel was 
filmed out of financial despera- 
tion, as most of the footage was 
shot in a lean period for Craven 
between Swamp Thing and Eim 
Street Eyes is filmed with indif- 
ference, but the bizarre script is 
full of unintended laughs. Comic 
highlights include Beast - the 
family pooch who survived the original Eyes 
- flashing back to when he killed Pluto In the 
original. 


THE ORIGINAL NOWUNi; SEQUELS 
(1985-1995) 

You could be forgiven for thinking The Howling 
went without a sequel until it was quietly reboot- 
ed as 2011 's The Howling: Reborn. The original 
was self-contained, so the sole requirement of a 
sequel was that It feature werewolves, though 
not all of them could even manage that... 

As far as these obscure sequels go, the con- 
necbons to the original film range from few to 


nonexistent. The second one is about the brother 
of Dee Wallace Stone’s character, who teams up 
with Christopher Lee’s character to fight Sybil 
Canning’s werewolf queen. 

At least It has werewolves; 

Howling III: The Marsupials, 
features were-marsuplals 
instead (and Dame Edna for | 
some reason). The fourth 
film. The Original Nightmare, 

Is technically a reboot since It 
strives to be more faithful to i 
Gary Brandner’s source nov- 1 
el and has a near-identical ' 
plot. But overall the sequels are pretty random: 
Howling V: The Rebirth Is a murder-mystery set 
in Hungary (spoiler: the mur- 
derer is a werewolf), Howi- 
ing VI: The Freaks throws a 
werewolf into a circus show 
with predictable results, and 
Howling VII: New Moon Ris- 
ing tries to build a mytholo- 
gy out of all these disparate 
threads by telling a simple 
story of country bumpkins 
fighting werewolves, but It 
may make the least sense of the series. 

Most of these are worth avoiding, but Phillipe 




Mora’s two contributions, Howling II: Your Sister 
is a Werewolf (a.k.a. SSita, Werewolf Bitch] and 
The Marsupials, do have a goofy charm. 

JAWS5:CI1UELJAWS(I99S) 

An enterprising distributor stands to make a iot 
of fast cash with the tagiine “From the man who 
gave you Terminator 2 comes Jaws 5.” Granted, 
Bruno Mattei did make a movie caiied Termina- 
tor 2- lost. not James Cameron's official sequel. 
Mattei is best known for his collaborations with 
rro//2 writer/director Claudio Fragrasso. Anyone 
familiar with Troii 2 knows what to expect from 
Jaws 5, a swindle less excit- 
ing than either Jaws 3-D or 
Jaws: The Revenge. 

The unofficial sequel 
doesn’t take place in Amity 
(par for the course for the se- 
ries from Jaws 3-D onwards), 
nor does it feature the Hoop- 
er family, but there’s more 
than a touch of the familiar 
in Jaws 5: Cruei Jaws. This 
pseudo-sequel sees another shark that another 
mayor doesn’t want the media knowing about, 
while a marine biologist and the town sheriff 
try to blow up said shark. Sound familiar? Don’t 
worry. Jaws 5 puts its own spin on the story. 

This time it’s a tiger shark. 

Just as James Whale and Bryan Yuzna would 
return to literary sources for initial sequels to 
Frankenstein and Re-Animator. Bruno Mattei 
lifts additional material from Peter Benchley’s 
Jaws that's absent from Steven Spielberg’s film 
to flesh out Jaws 5, namely the mayor’s ties to 
mobsters and a subplot echoing Ellen Brody’s 



unfilmed affair with Hooper. With so little plot, 
he didn’t have a choice. However, not content 
to simply pad out Jaws 5 with Spielberg’s nar- 
rative bilge, Mattei steals the plot of Benchley’s 
Cre'ature. revealing the tiger shark is the 
product of wartime genetic engineering 
from decades past. 

Jaws 5 also cribs effects footage from 
Jaws and its sequels, but the bulk of 
the shark footage is Enzo G. Castalleri’s 
1981 Jaws rip-off Great White {a.k.a. Ihe 
Last Shark). Anyone who’s seen Jaws or 
glanced at the title for Great While will 
recognize the problem with Jaws 5 can- 
nibalizing its shark footage from those 
f Ims: none of them feature a tiger shark. Bruno 
Mattei not only failed to create any new shark 
footage, but the clips he stole didn’t even have 
the right shark in them! 

UWNMDWER MAN 2: BEYOND 
CYBERSPACE (1996) 

That Lawnmower Man had a little-seen sequel 
i^ creators fnd embarrassing is poetic justice. 
The story goes like this: New Line Cinema had 
the rights to King’s short story of the same name 
and incorporated aspects of the story into an un- 
related script, produced in 1992 as The Lawn- 
mower Man. King sued and had his name taken 
off all versions of the movie. New Line released 
a sequel four years later, minus the King refer- 
ences. 

Lawnmower Man is Rowers for Aigemon 
if that book ended with a developmentally de- 
layed man shedding his physical torm to be- 
come a super-intelligent evil force that lives in 
computers. The villainous Jobe was now an evil 


Max Headroom. Rttingly, Lawnmower Man 2: 
Beyond Cyberspace recasts the character with 
Max Headroom himself. Matt Frewer, It’s also 
no coincidence that Beyond Cyberspace writer/ 
director Farhad Mann directed 
ABC’s Max Headroom pilot. 

Beyond Cyberspace has Jobe 
waking up in the near-future 
after his body must’ve regrown/ 
molted. Everyone’s enjoying 
their hoverboards and holo- 
grams now that humanity lives 
in recycled sets from Blade Run- 
ner, but Jobe plots world dom- 
ination. It’s up to Peter (Ausbn 
O’Brien, the sequel’s sole returning cast mem- 
ber) to find a way to reverse the original film’s 
experiment and return Jobe to the man he was. 

For all its faults, Lawnmower Man had 
then-impressive CGI and a cool ending. Beyond 
Cyberspace has Matt Frewer jumping around a 
bluescreen in a tan jumpsuit and has the produc- 
tion values of a Sega CD game. It was released 
on video as Jobe's War, presumably because no 
movie should have Cyberspace in its title, 

NOSEERATU IN VENICE (1999) 

Called by the reincarnation of a lost love, Klaus 
Kinski’s vamp travels to present-day Venice to 
reunite with her. But he also hopes to find a vir- 
gin to love him, as such a woman could end his 
curse of eternal life. Enter vampire expert and 
Van Helsing stand-in Professor Catalano (Chris- 
topher Plummer), who recruits a cowardly priest 
(Donald Pleasence) to help him stake the Count. 

Is this the same vampire from Werner Herzog’s 
Nosferatu remake? Kinski refused to wear a bald 




cap or makeup and it's confusing that he’s called 
“Nosferatu" in this film when he was called 
“Dracula” in Herzog's movie. Kinski's behaviour 
resulted in a revolving door of writers and direc- 
tors during filming (Augusta Caminito receives 
sole credit on the finished film), so his inconsis- 
tent appearance explains the inconsistent script. 

Yet, the intentions behind the film were good. 
Kinski was initially hired tar a cheap sequel, but 
producers insisted a sequel to Herzog's film de- 
manded more money and care. 
The added budget meant a fine 
cast, beautiful location shooting 
and even the odd Vangelis cut 
on the soundtrack. It’s just that 
the movie is a bizarre mix of 
standard vampire hijinks, soft- 
core sex scenes (all with a hag- 
gard Kinski) and an exception- 
ally odd scene where Nosferatu 
parties with vampire-worship- 
I the results are more Jess Fran- 
co than Werner Herzog. Yet, that incoherent mix- 
ture is precisely what makes it weird enough to 
be a sequel to a Herzog film. 

rarRICK STILL UVES (1980) 

If you don’t know anything about Richard 
Franklin's Patrick other than it features a tele- 
kinetic psycho-sexual sadist, it doesn't matter. 
Patrick Still Lives is about as legit as Alien 2 or 
Jams. 

Patrick Still Lives has a brand new back sto- 
ry for the wide-eyed vegetative killer. Instead of 
being a creep who murdered his mother and her 
lover, this Patrick is normal and well-adjusted. 
When a drunk driver clocks him with an empty 
bottle, Patrick falls into a coma. His mad scien- 
tist father, Dr. Herschel, vows revenge. Herschel 
keeps his son on life support and imbues him 
with psychic powers via three other coma pa- 
tients hooked up to a reel-to-reel player(?). 

Years later, those Herschel deems responsi- 
ble end up at his health resort, where the mad 
doctor uses his son’s powers to extract revenge. 

H Patrick is only interested in 
his father's assistant, alter- 
nately using his powers to 
send messages to her on a 
typewriter (which happened in 
the original film) or forcing her 
to masturbate in front of him 
(which didn’t). 

Patrick Still Lives is a real 
curiosity. First it’s a bad Mario 
Bava rip-off with its crazy pur- 
ple and green lighting and the large cast of char- 
acters bitching at each other. Suddenly there's 
some surprisingly graphic sex/masturbation 
scenes only to cut to a vaginal impalement se- 
quence cribbed from Cannibal Holocaust. Gory, 
sleazy and downright misanthropic, it begs the 
question: was Patrick so big it earned a quickie 
Italian pseudo-sequel? 





starring Michael Morlaity, Shelley Hack 
and Noah Hathaway 
Directed by John Cart Buechler 
Written by Ed Naha 


Starring Michael Stephenson, Robert Ormsby 

and Connie Young 

Directed by Claudio Fragasso 

Written by Rossella DrudI and Claudio Fragasso 

Shouti Factory 


Just who are the Troll films for? Too juve- 


woodland troll Torok (Phil Fondacaro) trying 
to muscle his way back to the human realm. 
Torok possesses Potter’s daughter Wendy 
(Jenny Beck) as they move into a new apart- 
ment complex, and then casts spells on the 
other tenants (including characters played by 
Sonny Bono and Julia Louis-Dreyfus) in order 
to change them into goblins, elves and other 
enchanted creatures until he must face down 
a good witch (June Lockhart). 

Troll II takes place in the town of Nilbog, 
where a resident band of goblins is trying to 
turn a vacationing family info yummy plants 


nile for horror fans and too upsetting for kids, by feeding them tainted food, ft's up to the 
the original Empire Pictures production and family's youngest member. Joshua (Michael 
its legendarlly awful sequel were pumped out Stephenson, who went on to make Best Worst 
alongside a dozen other Gremlins-mpM /Mov/^.andthewlseghostof hlsGrandpaSeth 
movies about mini-monsters on the loose. (Robert Ormsby) to get everyone to safety. 


While the original film 
offered a weird twist on j 
standard fare, as an evil * 
troll wizard schemes to 
turn an apartment building 
into a lush fairy-tale forest, 
the sequel-in-name-only 
is an even more bizarre 
anti-vegetarian screed 
aboutafamily besieged by 
goblins. Though the films 
have been paired together 
for DVD before. Shout Fac- I 
tory's new Blu-ray release ] 
of Troll and Troll II also in- ^ 
eludes a standard DVD of “ 
the must-see Best Worst 


X h, 


Though neither film par- 
ticularly works as either 
horror or magical family 
comedy, there's plenty 
of unintentional fun to be 
had, especially from cult 
favourite Troll II, which 
strings together a series 
of wildly absurd scenes, 
including urinating on the 
family dinner table, weird 
passive-aggressive teen 
romance and more green 
slime than a Nickelodeon 
show. But don’t overlook 
the strange charm of Troll, 
which showcases cine- 


Movie, the 2009 documentary that uncovered ma’s finest air guitar performance and semi- 

the weird stories behind the making of one of nude wood nymphs. Two singularly weird 

horrordom’s most horrible sequels. movies that, as a double bill, make for an ex- 

Starring Michael Moriarty as Harry Potter perience that's twice as bewildering. 

(no relation), the series’ first installment has PAUL CORUPE 





RASEN(I99S) 

Koji Suzuki’s Ring novels were remarkably 
successful and Ring had already been made 
Info a well received Japanese TV movie in 1 995. 
Writer Hiroshi Takahashi and director Hideo Na- 
kata received a great deal of praise for 1998's 
Ringu, but Rasen was completely forgotten. Pro- 
duced simultaneously with Ringu, Rasen (direct- 
ed by Joji lida) has some of the original film's 
cast and is an adaptation of Suzuki's sequel nov- 
el of the same name, lida had written the afore- 
mentioned 1995 tele-movie 
and was trusted with know- 
ing the series well enough lo 
continue the story without any 
involvement with Ringu. 

Following his death at the 
end ot Ringu, Ryuji’s body is 
examined by a former col- 
league, who begins to inves- 
tigate the cursed tape after 
he finds a cryptic note in Ryuji's stomach. Turns 
out, passing off the curse may not actually keep 
Sadako’s victims from harm. Meanwhile, Sa- 
dako's game plan is changing and the tape is 
now giving people tumours and you don’t even 
have to see it to be visited by the terrifying VHS 
spectre. 

Audiences hoping for a tight-knit urban leg- 
end ghost story were instead treated to Raserfs 
dry and frequent explanations of the rules of its 
world. Despite following the novel closely, Rasen 
was box office poison and Ringtfs team of Taka- 
hashi and Nakata were recruited to create an 
original sequel, Ringu 2, the following year. 

SON OF KONO (1933) / KINi: KONG ES- 
CAPES! (19G7) / KING KONG LIVES (1986) 

RKO wanted to recapture the success ot King 
Kong (1933) by rushing out a sequel that same 
year, and they started off 
on the right (giant) foot with 
director Ernest B, Scho- 
edsack, effects guru Willis 
O'Brien and leading man 
Robert Armstrong returning 
for Son of Kong. On the run 
from litigation after Kong’s 
New York rampage, Carl 
Denham (Armstrong) ends 
up on Skull Island, finds 
a “little Kong" and... just 
watches the junior ape's an- 
tics. Son boasts some great 
stop-motion, but the rushed 
production means both the 
script and special effects 
are underwhelming and un- 
imaginative. 

Toho Studios, not learning 
from RKO’s mistake, nearly 
killed the Godzilla series with the rushed and 
little-seen Godzilla's Counterattack {^95S]. They 





BackForMore: 1933‘sSonofl<ong, and ltop> Ring seguel Rasen. 


subsequently brought both monsters out of re- 
tirement In 1962’s King Kong vs Godzilia, start- 
ing their unending “Godzilla vs X" se- 
ries. Toho later produced King Kong 
Escapes! with Rankin-Bass, produc- 
ers of a 1966 Kong cartoon show. 

Escapes pits the eighth wonder of the 
world against Mechani-Kong, his evil 
robot doppelganger that appeared on 
Rankin-Bass’ The King Kong Show. 

A decade after falling off the World 
Trade Center in Dino de Laurentils’ 

1976 Kong remake, King Kong Lives 
sees the big ape awaken from a coma to mate 
with a newly discovered Lady Kong. Kong goes 
on a rampage after the pregnant Lady is cap- 
tured by the military. It's not much use as the 
military knows Kong’s one weakness: hundreds 
of bullet wounds. Dr. Franklin (Linda Hamilton), 
the doctor/veterinarian who helped the coma- 
tose Kong recover, transports Lady to safety and 
delivers Kong’s son. Kong dies again and, in a 
heartwarming epilogue, Lady Kong and son frolic 
In the jungle while Franklin coos over them. 

TROLL 3 (1990 AND 1993) 

The in-name-only sequel to Troll Is now any- 
thing but forgotten, thanks to legendary inepti- 
tude (read all about it In the sidebar), but there's 
an even stranger story with its additional sequels. 
You’ll recall that Troll 2\\as no trolls, but goblins. 
Well, rro//2 producer Joe D’Amato followed that 


up with two unrelated movies called Troll 3. Both 
films share the same low-rent production values 
and cheesy music. But which is the 
true Trolls? 

Troll 3 (a.k.a. Quest For the Mighty 
Sword, 1 990) also acts as the fourth 
entry In the Italian Ator series [Conan 
rip-offs) that includes the Mystery 
Science theater 30001avour'Ae Cave 
Dwellers among its sequels. Sword 
is typical sword ’n’ sorcery fare but 
features various characters in the 
goblin costumes from Troll 2. Yes, 
characters, as all the goblins in the film have 
speaking roles. One of them even has a love 
scene! 

Troll 3 (a.k.a. The Crawlers, 

1993) follows in its predeces- 
sor’s footsteps in that it has 
neither trolls, nor any direct 
references to previous Trolls. 

It does pick up on the vege- 
tation-ls-evii theme of Troll 
2, though. The titular Crawl- 
ers are vines that attack folks 
after exposure to radioactive 
waste, but it’s the squabbling people that are the 
real menace. Imagine The Ruins on a fm-doWar 
budget and you’ve got Crawlers. 

Why call either of these films Troll 5? In the 
world of Italian rip-offs, perhaps it’s better to ask 
why not? f 
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RUEMDREUS's EDITOR-IN-CHIEF VISITS BELIZE TO TOUR A SUBTERRANEAN 
VL'ORin LITTERED WITH THE REMNANJS OF.HUMAN SACRIFICE 


which are common ill the area, and’ to ,t^e care while making odr ^ree. 
river crossings, aS alligators hQve,been’spotteci In the water. Our'ii;i^table‘' 
jpciiana Joiresipkes suba'de whaH wS reach the gateway Xibatoaii i^ap-^ 
4lful green river ilews from its'mbutfvancl vegetation hangs over me en* . 
ir^pe; ifs mysterioos,. ancient ang-exacity like something out moyte. < 
We tighten our^tielfnets and test our headlamps before we jump into the 
warm, jade water and swim into the opening, whjch' is large enough to 
accommodate a semi truck, -• • 

Around the first bfindWtfiecave, the sunlight fades away and the water 
becomes shallow enough to wade in. Headlamps on, we begin our 1.6 
kilometre hike into Xibalba. The terrain changes drastically throughcnit our 
journey; in some spots the ceHing rises several storeys, allowing bats to 
^it around overhead; while cither areas bottleneck, requiring us to squeeze 
between boulders and openings In neck-deep water. Guides must keep 
a close eye on the weather forecast because the cave becomes deadly 
whenever a thunderstorm raises the water level. Orlando teils us that utei- 
tors have been trapped overnight in it on occasion. ' 

There are a few spots where the roof of the cave opens up and shafts of 
sunlight illuminate an area that reveals the first signs of Mayan activity: the 
remnants of pots perched on a ledge. They would’ve cotitained offerings 
of spices and cocoa, which were lowered down mto the cave for the gods.. 


DEHEABINES. ' i' "nS 

BOF'filOOn. GtA"' ■■ - 

^ PEDES AND sat ' ‘ 

off their bodies and eyeballs roll ouj of their sockets, 'all cHafarterize tfie 
nine levels of the Mayan underworld. Called Xibalba Ifiroriounced 
bai-batii, it’s ruled over by the Lords of ttie Underworld, who boast names 
such as Skull Sceptre, Blood Gathersf and Pus Master. They punish those 
In their domain, and sometime^ appear Ip the surface world jn order to 
spread fear, disease and death. Ancient Mayans believed that the fivirig 
could enter Xibalba via caves, which they did to worship the gods and, 
leave them offerings. Sometimes those offeringswere human sacrifices, 
such as the ones at the Cave of the Gry^l.Sepult^, where I’ve come to 
experience the Mayan underworld for niyself; • ■ 

Also known as the ATM l/iQtun TunicM-Mul(na!i cave, It's hidden in the 
jungle of the Tapir Mountain Reserve, clo^ to the town of San Ignacio in 
the Cayo district of Belize, The site, which National Geographic chose as 
number one on its list of Top 10 Sacred Caves, was (rejdiscovered-in 1 989. 
As a sensitive archaeological site, tours can only be conducted there by 
a handful of guides who have special licences. Local man Orlando Puc is 
one of them. The short, friendly 40-something-year-olcf meets our group 
of three - me. Rue Morgue music editor Aaron 
Von Lupton and our friend Jon - in San Ignacio 
In themomlng and for an hour we drive down ^ 

increasingly small toads, off the highway, 
through farmland and to the park, where two j . . i 

rangers greet us, V 

After signing forms absolving Orlando of li- . ' 

ability if we’re injured or killed, we gear up for . 

the 45-minute hike to the cave. As we walk 
through the lush, humid jungle, we’re warned 
to watch out for deadly (er de lance vipers, ’ , 


This was done during times of trouble; we’re 


told toat these ones were left about lOQO years 
ago vyhen agreat drought afflicted the Mayan 
Elnpiie. Offerings wefe left for the Death Gods 
and/or the Rain God Chac, but when food items 
tailed to have an effect, the Mayans took much 
more drastic measures, as we were about to 
witness. ' 

Hatfway through the three kilomebe .cave 
system, we slop and scale .a large inece. of- 
rock. At the top of it we remove our shoes to 



help preserve the floor of the site. Climbing up- 
wards, we reach a massive room with a 30-foot- 
high ceiling from which huge, ridged and rippled 
golden stalactites hang. All sizes of stalagmites 
point upwards from the floor; the af_ea is lit only 
by our headlamps and flashlights and the effect 
is otherworldly. The Mayans wouid've navigat- 
ed these spaces by tcS'chlight, and lt'.s easy to 
understand why the cave, with its dramatic fear, 
tures, was sacred. 

We see rock sculptures (including one of.dom, 
a staple the Mayan world), small and'medi- 
um-sized broken pots, plus some massive intapt 
ones the size of cauldrons. Orlando explains that' 
an enduring mystery of the ATM cave is how 
such large, heavy vessels were brought inside of 
it. He informs us that when the drought dragged 
bn. the Mayans ventured further into Xlbalba to 
pray, and' leave increasingly larger gifts (gold 
and other valuables were looted from the cave 
centuries earlier). When that didn't work, though, 
they gave the gods blood and performed human 
sacrifice. 

Further into the chamber we se^^our first 
group of bones, which are scattered on the floor 
and calcified by minerals in the watbr that drips 
and sometimes runs through the- cave, .fn total, 
‘skeletal remains from fourteen people have been 
discovered. There are countless bopes littering 
the floor and close inspection of some of the 
skulls reveals damage from being bludgeoned. 
The calcification has essentially turned them 
to stone, cementing them to the ground with a 
waxy yellow coating. 

We 'caretully pick our way to the back of the 
chamber, navigating around taped-off areas on- 
.the’flopf.'-'fhe'only barrier between us and the 
remains. ‘ • - ! 

Photography has been prohibited In tt\e cava 
without a special permit since 2012 when a tour- 
ist dropped his camera on one of the skulls and 
put a hole in it. Past the damaged remains wq 
come to an intact skeleton that has^'een partial)/ 
excavated and is remarkably iiitecl There’s no 
obvious trauma to the bones but it’s a shxking 
sight because the arms are pulled back - clearly 
the person was bound before tieing' slaughtered. 


grimmer, thanks to the most morbid discovery 
Jn the caves. The guides don’t show visitors the 
. Trains, but Orlando tetts us that two of the 
'Ibprieen skeletons are those of babies. Without 
any evidence of trauma, it’s believed they were 
abandoned in the cave to dje because the May- 
ans believed that their loud ciies would catch the 
attention of the gods. . t 

We contemplate this disturbing scenario as we 
make our way back through the chamber, down 
the rock face and into the main cave. As Orlando 
leads us out, the three of us marvel that we were 
allowed to get so close to such jaw-dropping ar- 
chaeological finds, and what a horrific scenario 
they depict. Entering the womb of the Mayan 
Death Gods is an unparalleled experience, and 
we agree that the Crystal Sepulchre shows 
us that in some places the sacred 
and the savage are one 
and the same.*; 


brs have suggested the skeleton is that of a boy, 
rather than an eighteen-year-old woman, but it's 
difficult to determine due to the amount of calj 
Cification.) Two of her vertebrae were seemingly . 
crushed and she’s lying on her back in a manner 
that Orlando tells us suggests she might hav^ 
been strangled. The remains throughout the 
chamber represent a variety of ages and both 
genders, suggesting that the desperate Mayans 
were hying various sacrifices, killed in different 
manners, in an effort to appease the bloodthirsty 
denizens of the underworld. 

The ATM cave and its 1000-year-old remains 
often feel like the setting of a real-life Indiani 
Jones movie - if the whole thing wasn’t a shade 


recess of the chamber to visit the namesake of 
the Crystal Sepulchre. Midden away in a nook, 
we see the splayed but fully intact skeleton of 
the Crystal Maiden, named so because the cave 
drippings have given her bones a 
thick and fuzzy, but also 
sparkling, coating. 

(Some research- 


A PHYSICAL ANTHROPOLOGIST WORKING IN BELIZE TAKES US INTO THE 
STRANGER SlOE OF ANCIENT MAYAN LIFE... ANO OEATH 




SPEND A LOT OF MY TIME WITH THE DEAD 


Finger pots and tooth caches 


Bones Of Belize: The author works in a cave littered witi: human skeletal 
remains, and (above) examples of ancient Mayan dental modification. 


Throughout the Maya world, archaeologists have tound finger bowl and tooth 
caches at sites. These caches are usually small, sometimes lidded ceramic 
vessels that contain only tinger bones or only teeth. The caches were usually 
placed in the walls of a building during the constructian phase and are often 
thought to be offerings to ancestors. At a cave site that I worked at, I discov- 
ered mixed deposits of finger bones and teeth, which may have represented a 
similar ritual offering to the underworld and/or the ancestors. I'm still trying to 
figure outthe meaning of these deposits. 


: Belize Is riddled with caves thanks to the limestone outcrops and the Maya 
:[ Mountains. The Maya utilized these subterranean spaces for mortuary ritual 
and burial. Excavating a cave Is particularly difficult as die Individuals were 
usually placed on the surface or In very shallow graves. Over time, water and 
animal activity, as well as looting In modern and ancient times, disarticulates 
the skeletons. Also, some caves receive burials that were not complete at the 
time of deposition; that is, sometimes a body may decompose elsewhere and 
parts would have been gathered for a secondary bunal at the cave. I often think 
how spectaculanfmust have been to see an ancient Maya mortuary ritual or 
burial take placfj 


Cultures throughout time and space have practiced cranial and dental modifi- 
cations. Beginning In childhood, the Maya would bind the skulls of the young In 
order to achieve modified cranial shapes. Anthropologists have written widely 
about this practice and generally agree that cranial modifications were done as 
a beauty practice that may have some link to social identity. Interestingly, in the 
Maya world, this practice doesn’t always seem to be directly related to social 
wealth. Teeth, too, were modified either by Ming into shapes or by drilling holes 
into the enamel and fitting jade or other natural resources Into the cavities. An- 
terior dental tiling is hypothesizedto be a markof kinship, with family members 


As a PhD candidate at Michigan State University, I study Physical An- 
thropology - more specifically blo-archaeology: a wordy way of saying I 
study human skeletons from archaeological sites - which has landed me 
at field sites In the US, Albania and Belize. In Belize 1 excavate human remains 
in caves and rock shelters as part of a field crew interested in ancient Maya 
social identity. 

Belize is rich In archaeological sites built by the ancient Maya, an industrious 
and complex society that thrived in Central Amerca before Spanish contact in 
the eady 1500s. Their burial practices are particularly Interesting, as they did 
not retain formal cemeteries as we would think of them today; rather, they 
burled their dead under house floors and plazas or outside the community In 
rock shelters and caves. The meaning of cave burial Is still being debated In 
academic literature, with some researchers declaring that the dead discovered 
In caves are sacrificial victims, while other scholars believe them to be persons 
of high social status. Currently, we Just don’t have enough evidence to conclu- 
sively state how and why the Maya utilized cave spaces. 

And while there's liftie to no osteological evidence of sacrifice, (such as cuts 
on the bones of the chest), as the remains in the Cave of the Crystal Sepulchre 
show us, some of the ancient Maya certainly met violent ends and were left in 
places considered sacred. Plus, there are ways to kill without leaving marks... 

While some Mayan sites, such as the Cave of the Crystal Sepulchre, are open 
to the public, many more are difficult, if not impossible, to find and pose the 
dangers of Jaguars, poisonous snakes, and people who don't want you there 
(the authorities or wary landowners). Anyone exploring these places must be fa- 
miliar with a machete and not be afraid of huge cave spiders. Through my work 
I've visited and helped excavate a number of them sinoe 2010 and observed 
some incredible, sometimes shocking, examples of Mayan rituals In both life 
and death. Here are a few examples. 


sharing the pattern. I've seen lOOO-year-old 
teeth that still have stones firmly set in them. 






Jack Pierce, the iegendar/ Universal makeup creator or| 
Oracula Frankenstein's Monster. The Mummy, 

The Wolfman. Bride ot Frankenstein, and countless other 
monsters that have stood the lest of time. Watch tNs 82 
minute documentary drawn from recorded interviews, 
historical footage, and hundreds of photos including Jack 
Pierce’s personal scrap book. 
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WE ALSO SELL A FULL LINE OF T-SHIRTS 
PATCHES, STICKERS, BUTTONS, CDs, MORE! 
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BASKIN 
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ST OF US ASSOCIATE TURKISH HORROR CiNEM 
I Wf' ITS OFT-MOCKED “'XIVWOOD RIP -..- Or 
VIES SUCH AS DRACULA. THE EXORCIST AKD JAW 

' But the country does make its own original scary movies; it’s just 
that none of them have broken out internationally to be recognized 
n the same way as Japanese and French horror cinema. There is no 
Turkish version of J-Horror or the French New Wave of Horror. That could 
“Change with the release of Baskin, out March 
25 in theatres and on demand via IFC Midnight, 
and via Raven Banner Entertainment in Canada. 

Already a film festival hit that won Best Di- 
rector awards at Morbido and Fantastic Fest, 

Baskin teWs the stoi^ of five Istanbul cops, In- 
cluding a rookie named Arda (Gorken Kasai) on 
the graveyard shift who are called to investigate 
strange goings-on in the Ingeacac district, a 
place they have all heard spooky stories about 
iince they were kids. After a seemingly endless 
journey, they arrive at a decrepit manor where 
they venture several floors down and discover 
1 group of cuitists engaged in some hellish rit- 
ual involving sex, torture, murder and plenty of 
other atrocities. They’re captured and brought 
before Father, a bizarre hooded figure who 
promises to shepherd them to another plane of 
existence where they will be reborn... albeit af- 
ter their gruesome deaths. 

A blood soaked distillation of the works of di- 
rectors Lxicio Fulci and John Carpenter by way 
of the grotesque panels of painters Francisco 
Goya and Caravaggio, all with a delightfully Turkish twist, Baskin is the 
warped brainchild of Istanbul native Can Evrenol. A commercial director 
whose clients have includeel Microsoft and IKEA, Evrenol spent years jug- 
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gling his day job with his moviemaking ambitions. Since the mid-2000s 
he has made six horror shorts that have screened at prestigious film 
festivals such Sitges in Spain, Fantastic Fest in Austin and Fantasia in 
Montreal. 

"Right after [the second short, 2007’s] The Chest, I thought a producer 
or somebody would throw me a bunch of money and say, ‘Let’s do a 
feature!”’ Evrenol says in an Interview conducted the day after Baskin’s 
world premiere at 201 5's Toronto International 
Film Festival. “But it didn’t happen.’’ 

Instead Evrenol continued to make shorts. 
In 2013, he made an eleven-minute version of 
SasWn that got nominated for the Best Short Film 
award at Sitges, 

"By the time I got to Baskin I had enough com- 
mercial experience [to make a feature]. And I 
thought, compared to my other shorts, this had 
more potential to be a feature. It was the right 
time, it was the right story." 

Eli Roth loved the Baskin short, provided 
some generous quotes (he famously described 
it as “Fulci on crack"), and optioned it. That fell 
through, however, as did the overtures of a Cat- 
alan financier, but the resulting media attention 
allowed Evrenol and his team to secure private 
funding. Shooting of Baskinthe feature took place 
in late 2014 over 28 cold nights in and around 
Istanbul. 

The literal face of the film belongs to Mehmet 
Cerrahoglu, who plays Father. A parking lot at- 
tendant known as “Spaceman” in his Istanbul 
neighbourhood, Cerrahoglu has an unidentified medical condition that 
has stunted his growth and given him a unique facial physiognomy that 
suits his casting as the seemingly otherworldly cult leader. He had no 

;■ — t' 



acting experience prior to landing a part as an 
extra in the Baskin short. It was then that the 
director started thinking about a larger role for 
this small, muscled man in the full-length film. 

“I invited him over for a music video," recalls 
Evrenol. "That's where we kind of tested each 
other. After that music video I thought, 'This guy 
is acting like he enjoys acting. I think he can 
do it.’ Right after that music video, I wrote the 
Father part for him.” 

With his unique look, the padlocks hanging 
around his neck and his grim philosophical 
musings, Father is an instantly iconic movie 
villain. (In fact, Good Leg Toys has already re- 
leased a set of Baskin action figures, including 
Father.) Both insane and loving, he wants noth- 
ing more than to help his captives onto the path 
to enlightenment, even if that means taking out 
their eyes or disembowelling them. 

"I always wanted a preacher, like Pinhead, 
Colonel Kurtz, that Jonestown guy Jim Jones - 
that type of a guy, because that's scary to me." 
Evrenol says of his villain. “When I watch some- 
one like a Jim Jones I can almost feel how even 
I could go there, you know? ... Watching Henry: 
Portrait of a Seriai Killer, maybe I can go there. 
It's a scary, scary feeling." 

While Evrenol always hoped Sas/r/n would be 
seen outside of Turkey (“art Is meant to be in- 
ternational, beyond cultures anyway"), he aisc 
hopes it “pisses some people off" at home. 
More than simply the gore - because other 
Turkish horror films don’t skimp in that depart- 
ment - he hopes to challenge his country’s cul- 
tural norms, including its inherent sexism. This 
is established in Baskin’s opening scene where 
the cops pepper their conversation with boast- 
ing and misogyny. 

“What really tickled me when I was starting 
to do this project was having these five macho 
cops, with their Turkish way of life, being very 
sexist with their jokes,” Evrenol says. "They're 
not necessarily bad people, but the culture that 
they’re from - they’re like the Lord of ffte Files. 
And they're kids; they’re immature. [So I decid- 
ed to] show them in their natural habitat a little 
bit and then run them through a Twilight Zone- 
ish/John Carpenter-esque/New French Horror 
kind of nightmare.” 

Turkey is a mostly Muslim country, with an 
uneasy relationship between secularism and 
religion. Once an Islamic caliphate, it is sbll a 
deeply conservative place, despite evidence of 
growing liberalism. For example, as recently 
as last November the government temporarily 
banned the website Reddit, and TV continues to 
be censored in unusual ways. 

“Even when Rambo is stitching himself up in 
First Blood, they pixelate the wound," Evrenol 
points out. "And they pixelate or defocus any al- 
cohol and tobacco product. They totally cut out 
any sexual content. It’s Orwellian crazy.” 

This culturally repressive atmosphere gives 
Evrenol some awfully big pricks against which 




What Is This Fresh Hell?: (fwm top) Craied cultlsts greet their leader. Father tMehmet Cerrahoglu), 
rookie cop Arda (Gorken Kasai), and (opposite) one of Father's disciples. 


to kick. 

“All this patriarchal society of obeying orders 
too much and not questioning outside the box" 
is what he says he is reacting against. 

“Turkish culture is an animal on its own. It’s 
different from Muslim [culture], it’s different 
from East European [culture]. It's an amalga- 
mation of all of those things. ... There’s always 
a reason for the government to suppress and 
there’s always a reason for censorship. There 
are many different reasons why I want to piss 
off many different people, but it has a lot to do 
with Turkish dynamics. It’s a complicated is- 
sue.” 

Indeed, while Baskin has rightly been laud- 


ed for its sometimes insane gore - think ocu- 
lar trauma, disembowelments and smashed 
heads - it is its cross-pollination of sex and 
blood (half-nude cultlsts roll around, contort 
themselves and masturbate wildly on the dirty 
ground) that has really got audiences attentions 
in both Turkey and beyond. 

“There are two sides to it," Evrenol says. "On 
the one hand it’s ‘How can I offend my audi- 
ence?’ On the other hand, from Deliverance to 
Irreversible, when there’s a sexual thing hap- 
pening, it’s really disturbing on another level. 
And combining that with the fantastic horror, 
it’s really Interesting for me. A dark fairy tale bub' 
adding the 18+ to it.” . f 
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, THE BOY 

Starring Lauren Cohan, Rupert Evans and James Russell 
Directed by Wiliam Brent Bell 
Written by Stacey Menear 
Entertainment One 

Ever watch a movie that feels like it’s a remake 
of something you’d really like to see? That's The 
Boy, which seems like a Hollywood remake of 
a really batshit crazy foreign film from the ’70s. 
If only it had more sex, vio- 
♦ lence, blood, weird doll shit 
and a surreal style to match 
Its creepy concept. It could be 
a balls-to-the-oak-panelled- 
halls cult classic. Instead, it’s 
a decent little $10 million flick 
that offers a few satisfying 
twists on the scary doll subge- 
nre and the frustrating promise 
of something cooler. 

Lauren Cohan [The Walking 
Deact) stars as Greta Evans, a 
woman who's fled America to 
escape an abusive ex and take 
a nanny job in the British countryside. Although 
she finds herself at an isolated manor with no 
cell reception (fed flag!), the older couple that’s 
hired her Is paying handsomely in cash (red flagi) 
to tend to their son, Brahms, while they go on 
vacation (red flag!). And by “son,” we mean a 


porcelain doll that escaped from the Heebie 
Jeebie factory on the dark side of the Uncanny 
Valley - you know, the one that even Real Dolls 
are scared to visit. 

Turns out the little guy Is an avatar for the cou- 
ple's son, who died in a fire decades earlier. They 
afford him every comfort of a flesh-and-blood 
boy, from making him meals to tucking him in 
at night - all part of a strict routine that must 
be adhered to or else... As evidence mounts that 
Brahms Is sentient, Greta turns to her only real 
connection to the outside world: Malcolm (Ru- 
pert Evans: Hellbo^, who delivers 
her groceries. But she has to con- 
vince him that the doll has a life 
of its own. 

The set-up is pretty standard, 
but then screenwriter Stacey 
Menear takes us in an a few 
unexpected directions. Without 
spoiling things, let’s just say that 
Brahms is not like Annabelle, Pin 
or Chucky. There's something 
else at work here, which direc- 
tor William Brent Bell {The Devil 
Inside, Wei) could’ve run with to 
make The Boy more than the sum 
ot its doll parts. Instead he made a good-looking 
PG-1 3 movie that’s worth a watch but lacks the 
auteur fen/or of something like an early career 
Argento film. If only this doll had been manufac- 
tured in Italy. 

DAVE ALEXANDER 
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MARTYRS 

Starring Bailey Noble, Troian Belllsario and Kate Burton 
Directed by Kevin and Michael Goetz 
Written by Mark L Smith 
Anchor Bay 

Admittedly, It's tough to approach a remake 
of a film like Martyrs with an open mind. The 
announcement of Kevin and Michael Goetz's re- 
make met with some serious fan backlash, and 
rightfully so. The original 2008 film, written and 
directed by Pascal Laugier, was not only a criti- 
cal success, but a cinematic blast of such vicious 
violence and originality that it cemented the sig- 
nificance of the new French Extremity move- 
ment. Is Martyrs a wheel that needs reinventing 
for a subtitle-phobic North American audience? 
You already know the answer, but let’s get it on 
the official record. 

Lucie and Anna have been besties ever since 
Lucie was brought to Anna’s orphanage follow- 
ing some severe, unexplained trauma. Anna 
comforts Lucie when she has nightmares, 
soothes her through horrtfc hallucinations that 
distort her sense of reality and quickly becomes 
the only one Lucie can truly trust. That trust fac- 
es the ultimate test, however, when now-adult 
Lucie (Bailey Noble: TV’s True Blood) believes 
she’s found her childhood tormentors and calls 
Anna (Troian Belllsario) for backup. Unfortunately 
for Anna, her efforts to help her friend only serve 
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to ensnare them both into a horrific nightmare of 
captivity and abuse. 

Predictably, Martyrs follows in the shallow 
footprints of other American horror remakes. 
It's stripped of all that made the original film 
so iconic. The bril- 
liant performances 
by the lead players? 
Gone. The bound- 
ary-pushing graphic 
violence? Nope. The 
philosophical mind- 
fuck of a twist end- 
ing? Nowhere to be 
seen. The result is a 
teen-friendly thriller 
that’s so pointless, 
audiences unfamil- 
iar with the original 
won’t be interested enough in the concept to 
seek it out - which is perhaps its most egregious 
crime. 

Even rated on its ovm without comparison to 
its predecessor, Martyrs is a forgettable grind, 
making it a contender for the most unnecessary 
horror remake since 201 0’s A Nightmare on Bm 
St. If it’s career martyrdom the Goetz brothers 
seek, they're one movie closer to accomplishing 
their goal. 

ANDREA SUBISSATI 

ABOTONifOPE,’ 

ttlJEWHOENTER 

THE FOREST 

Starring Natalie Dormer, Taylor Kinney and 
Yuklyoshi Ozawa 
Directed by Jason Zada 

Written by Nick Antosca, Sarah Cornweli and Ben Ketai 
Gramercy 

The trailer for The Forest tells us that Aoki- 
gahara Forest is a place “where lost people 
go, to commit suicide." After 
watching the film, you might 
wonder If it's also the place 
first-time feature directors goto 
commit career suicide... 

Ouch, that’s unfairly harsh. 

After all, director Jason Zada 
delivers a competently shot film 
and isn’t one of the three writ- 
ers credited with the movie’s 
meandering script. And who 
knows if he chose all the cheap 
'n' cheesy, CGI-enhanced jump- 
scares or if one of the producers 
made a desperate move to rat- 
tle the branches among all this 
narrative deadfall. 

Natalie Dormer - best known 
for her roles in The Hunger Games series and on 
Game of Thrones -stars as Sara Price, an Amer- 
ican woman who travels to Japan to find her twin 


sister Jess (also played by Dormer), who has 
gone missing in the infamous Suicide Forest (ac- 
tually wooded areas in Eastern Europe, doing a 
fine job standing in). Once there, Sara meets an- 
other foreigner, Aiden (Taylor Kinney: The Vam- 
pire Diariegi, who agrees to help her search with 
a local, Michi (Yuklyoshi Ozawa), who knows the 
treacherous area - as long as she allows him to 
write a magazine feature on it. They find Jess’ 
tent, and despite Michi’s grave warnings, Sara 
and Aiden spend the night in the forest. The rest 
of the film is Sara being terrorized by yurei (the 
restless spirits of the dead) and becoming in- 
creasingly, dangerously paranoid that Aiden had 
something to do with Jess’ disappearance. 

As a place steeped in ghostly folklore and lit- 
tered with suicide victims, Aokighara is a com- 
pelling locale to set a horror story (we were so 
excited by the idea, we previewed the film in 
RM^IGSi, but this movie ain’t tt. Like the forest 
floor itself, there’s little firm 
Df footing here; anything can 
be a hallucinabon, the char- 
acters are bland and the 
onslaught of cliche jump- 
scares is just funhouse 
gimmickry. Something thick 
with art-house dread, in 
the vein of Picnic at Hang- 
ing Rock, or bizarre and 
atmospheric, like the work 
of Kiyoshi Kurosawa {Cure, 
Pulse), could capture the 
horror of the place, perhaps. 
(Or better yet, just watch the 
chilling 21-minute Suicide 
Forest Vice documentary 
on YouTube.) The Forest, 
however, is a Hollywood walk in the woods on 
a worn-out path, 

DAVE ALEXANDER 


COURTSHIP AP CORPSES 


PRIDE AND PREJUDICE AND ZOMDIES 

starring Lily James, Sam Riley and Matt Smith 

Written and directed by Burr Steers 

eOne 

Given that it was announced more than six 
years ago, hopes that the Pride and Prejudice 
and Zombies movie would be anything other 
than dead on arrival 
were as low as a legless 
revenant crawling out of 
its grave. After all, writer 
Seth Grahame-Smith’s 
zombie-infected take 
on Jane Austen’s book 
of manners was part of 
a short-lived fad: the 
period literature/horror 
mash-up. But good to 
great things sometimes 
come to those who wait, 
including this clever and playful adaptation of a 
clever and playful take on a classic novel. 

Our setting is Regency-era England, where an 
imported zombie virus (thank you, colonialism) 
has devastated the country. London is a walled- 
oft last bastion of humanity, while those in the 
rural areas must defend themselves against the 
wandering undead. That Includes the Bennets, 
a middle-class family with five marriage-age 
daughters, all of whom have been schooled In 
the art of zombie killing. 

Among the daughters is Elizabeth (Lily James), 
a liberated young woman whose suitors include 
master zombie killer Col. Darcy (Sam Riley), her 
cousin Parson Collins (Matt Smith) and Lt. Wick- 
ham (Jack Huston). Marriage, though, is the last 
. thing on Elizabeth’s mind as their courting comes 
at a time when the zombie hordes are redoubling 
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lem really brings the setting to the forefront, but 
the aforementioned storyteiiing gremiins wreak 
their own hoiy terror on JeruZalem. 

TALZIMERUAN 


REIGN IN BLOOD 


DEATHGASM 

starring Milo Cawthorne, James Blake and 
Klmberty Crossman 

Written and directed by Jason Lei Howden 
ANConnect 


their attacks against the iiving - attacks possibiy 
co-ordinated by an unknown antagonist. 

The action elements of Pride and Prejudice 
and Zombiesare integrated surphslngiy naturaiiy 
info Austen's original plot, and provide ampie ex- 
cuse to watch Eiizabeth attack Darcy with knives 
as well as words. As for the zombies, weii, this 
is a strictiy PG-1 3 affair so the editor makes sure 
to cut away whenever something reaiiy grue- 
some is about to happen. (Don't be surprised if 
an R-rated cut sees reiease at some point.) But 
this doesn't hurt the film given that the emphasis 
is more on human emotions, iike, urn, pride and 
prejudice, than zombies. 

in the end, this is an odd fiim: too tame for 
many homor fans, it may prove too gruesome for 
those with deiicate sensibiiities (and iittie sense). 
The rest of us, however, can deiight in a movie 
as interested in decapitations as it is decorum. 

SEAN PLUMMER 


JERUZALEM 

Starring Danielle Jadelyn, Yael Crobglas 
and Yon Tumaitcin 

Written and directed by Yoav and Doron Paz 
Epic Pictures 

The holy city of Jerusalem is a strange place, 
it's at once peacefui and embat- 
tied, ancient and modern, it's even 
got its own psychological disorder 
whereby visitors get so caught 
up in the city's history that they 
iose their minds under the spirit- 
uai weight of It all. it’s the perfect 
piace for the beginning of the end 
of the worid, and in JeruZalem, 
from israeii directing duo Yoav 
and Doron Paz, it's just that. 

Things get going immediateiy 
with a ’70s-«et proiogue of grainy 
footage; a stir in Jerusalem’s old 
city has reiigious leaders surrounding what ap- 
pears to be a possessed woman said to have died 


days earlier. Moments before being executed, 
she sprouts wings and lets out a shriek. Almost 
instantly, we’re thrust forward to modern times, 
as a Google Glass device glitches to life and 
introduces us to Sarah (Danielle Jadelyn) who, 
along with Rachel (Yael Grobglas), is packing for 
atrip to Tel Aviv. Mid-flight they meet Kevin (Yon 
Tumarkin), whose suave archaeologist schtick 
convinces the gihs to ditch their plans and follow 
him to Jerusalem. 

At their hotel, proprietor Omar 
(Tom Graziani) offers to take 
them all out for a night on the 
town. After much drinking, dan- 
cing and a hilariously awkward 
sex scene, Kevin succumbs to 
Jerusalem syndrome. Hisematic, 
apocalyptic rambling gets him 
locked in a nearby facility, but 
little do our heroes know, he’s 
not wrong. Soon, chaos spreads, 
as screeching demons set upon 
the city. Along with two IDF sol- 
diers, the group reconnects with Kevin and tries 
to escape, opting to travel through an ancient 
cave system in a last-ditch effort to survive the 
apocalypse. 

JeruZalem is a thrilling and unique ride, but 
not without (possibly fatal) flaws. Ps interesting 
and efficient on the smart-glass is for deliv- 
ering information, the expository 
Wikipedia-esdue tidbit that spill 
from the mouths of the leads are 
frustrating. Our cast is uniformly 
likeable, their chemistry authentic 
enough, and yet we’re expected 
to believe that Kevin can play the 
globe-trotting adventurer while 
sitting on some very compelling 
proof that the end of the world is 
near, also that he’s happy to take 
two strangers to the centre of it 
The Paz brothers show enough 
savvy during the action sequen- 
ces (one shot of a biblical creature put my jaw on 
the floor), and the guerrilla footage of old Jerusa- 


Heavy metal horror movies had their heyday in 
the ’80s with titles such as Rock ’n' Roll Night- 
mare, Rocktober Blood and Black Roses, that ex- 
ploited the Satanic Panic of the Reagan era. The 
rubber monster effects and snarling devilry that 
defined those films seemed pretty tame in the 
church-burning ’90s, but now even corpse paint 
gets more laughs than shudders. Anyone who 
listens to Tenacious D, watches Metalocalypse 
or has caught a Brian Posehn music video knows 
that metal is a crossroad for horror and comedy. 

In the New Zealand fim Deathgasm, writer/ 
director Jason Lei Howden looks to the early 
work of his countryman Peter Jackson tor splat- 
sbck inspiration. The film’s pro- 
tagonist, metalhead Brodle (Milo 
Cawthorne), finds himself living 
with Christian relatives after his 
mom is Institutionalized. Bullied 
at school (mostly by the cousin 
he shares a roof with), he forms 
a band with other misfits and dis- 
covers a brother in bangerdom in 
the form of Zakk (James Blake). 
When Brodle and Zakk come into 
possession of some supernatur- 
al sheet music, their group un- 
knowingly summons a demonic 
plague with it. As their entire town turns into Evil 
Dearf-style monsters, Brodie, his bandmates and 
the most beautiful girl in school must stop the 
apocalypse. Standing in their way, however, is a 
cult dedicated to ushering in the demon’s reign 
on Earth. 

Deathgasm is a sorta fun low-budget ar- 
teiy-burster but far from the classic it tries so 
hard to be. it boasts plenty of great metal in- 
jokes (an attempt at a music video, for example), 
but it’s so self-congratulatory with its forced 
gore gags, it comes off as a bit of a disingenuous 
Dead Alive/ Evil Dead wannabe. 

It also has one of the worst written female 
characters in any genre of cinema - an extreme- 
ly unlikely love interest with apparent rock-slut 
aspirations and all the depth of a valkyrie painted 
on the side of a boogie van. If Deathgasm real- 
ly wanted to be edgy, it would’ve done better 
than to feed that misogynisfc metal stereotype. 
That’s part of those ’80s films that didn’t need 
resurrecting. 

DAVE ALEXANDER 
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DIM SDM DEMONS 


MONSTER HUNT 

Starring Boran Jing, Baihe Bai and Wu Jiang 
Directed by Ramari Hui 
Written by Aian Yuen 
Fiimnise 

Say what you will about Monster Hunt, the Chinese 
live-action/CGI mash-up that grossed nearly $400 mil- 
lion worldwide after breaking box-office records In Its 
native country. It’s schmaltzy, chaotic, derivative and 
relentlessly engineered tor maximum cutesiness. But 
it’s never dull, and it comes with the notable distinction 
of being the first movie to successfully hybridize Shrek 
and TV’s Hannibal. 

Directed by veteran DreamWorks animator Raman 
Hui {Antz, the Shrek films), Monster Hunt '\s loosely in- 
spired by Classic of Mountains and Seas, an ancient 
Chinese text that describes a bestiary of mythological 
creatures living in the mountains of China. The story 
concerns a goofball village mayor/wannabe swords- 
man named Song Tianyin (Boran Jing), who stumbles 
into a civil war in a hidden monster community. 

In this case, “stumbles into” is a euphemism for 
“gets orally impregnated by a monster queen." After 
one of the weirdest labour scenes ever committed to 
film, Tianyin becomes the 
proud papa of a monster 
prince called Wuba, a toddling 
bloodsucker who looks like a 
radish and is prophesied to 
bring peace to the monster 
kingdom. He’d also fetch a 
great price on the monster 
drumsticks market - in the 
film’s imperial Chinese set- 
ting, the wealthy pay hand- 
somely for the privilege of 
consuming fresh monster 
meat at an exclusive eatery called the Heaven Restau- 
rant. Tianyin must decide whether to sell his baby and 
become a professional monster hunter, or dety the 
Monster Hunt Bureau to protect the ambulatory salad 
topper that he so lovingly barfed up. 

This 111-minute pageant of what-the-fuckery is 
skewed too firmly toward kids to be of more than a 
passing interest to adult horror fans. The creature de- 
sign is carefully calculated to be as non-threatening as 
possible, with most of the monsters recalling the cud- 
dly beasts of How to Train Your Dragon - only more, 
you know, vegetable-y. 

But if you can make it past the sing-aiongs and fart 
jokes, there are some pleasures to be had, most no- 
tably during the bonkers climax that combines wire- 
fu action, CG magic duels and some ou^tandingly 
ghoulish monster-cuisine kitchen prep. (Baby-monster 
brains taste best when spooned directly from the skull 
of the still-living infant, FYI.) 

Monster Hunt 'is certainly not a feast for horror fans, 
but there’s some tasty weirdness to gnosh while the 
kiddies gorge themselves on slapstick comedy and 
treacly pop songs. 

APRIL SHELLINGS 





the house she just moved into with her parents, things go from bad to worse - especially the acting! 
Throw in some black magic and body swapping, and you’ve got a supernatural mess that not even an 
exorcist could clean up! 

BODY COUNT: 4 

SCARIEST PARANORMAL ACTIVITY: A bottle of nail polish Is knocked over 

NOT EVEN A 6H0ST OP A LANCE 


^ I PARANORMAL ISLAND 

I VMI Worldwide 

A glance at the cover art for Paranomial Island could trick you into thinking that it 
might be half-decent, but you’d be extraordinarily wrong. There are no bloody skulls 
impaled on sharpened stakes, the girl on the cover isn't In the movie and - most 
w-qpi ** importantly - it's not even set on a fucking islandl In IL three completely unlikable 

douchehags get trapped after hours on a floating bar where a ghost wants to kill 
them, only instead of offing them right away, this irritating entity just kind of pushes 
them around like yourolder brother in the backseat of your parents' car. Not even a salty cameo by Lance 
Henriksen can save this sucker from sinking straight to the bottom of delete bins everywhere. 

BODY COUNT: 8, plus 1 rat and 1 dog 

SCARIEST PARANORMAL ACTIVITY: The lights turn off 

I SEE BUMS PEOPLE 


HAUownN 


CAESAR AND OHO'S PARANORMAL HALLOWEEN 

wild Eye Releasing 

Y w fhe team behind Caesar and Otto has released a number of horror parodies In 

[ ’ Y recent years, desperately trying to tickle funny bones like a modern-day Abbott 

and Costello but without the comedy skills. Their latest misadventure. Paranormal 
Halloween. Is set In a haunted house that the duo is supposed to be looking after, 
although they’re more Interested in the hot neighbours and getting drunk. Despite 
the uneven performances and unfunny Jokes, It's not a total loss due to a handful of 
cool cameos by scream queens Fellssa Rose (Sleepaway Camp). Debbie Rochon [Bleed). Tiffany Shepis 
[Night of the Demond) and Brinke Stevens [Teenage Exordst). who plays tantalizing twins straight out of 
The Shining. Silly, stupid and not at all scary, this Is some pretty ripe cheese. 

BODY COUNT: 14. 1 fly 

SCARIEST PARANORMAL ACTIVITY: Levitating candlestick holder 

LAST CHANCE LANCE 




DOKT FRAME ME, BRO! 


BLOOD RAGE (1987) 

Starring Louise Lasser, Mark Soper and Marianne Kanter 
Directed by John Grissmer 
Written by Bruce Rubin 
Arrow Films 

Made in 1983 but released in 1987, when the 
slasher boom was all but lying dead on the floor, 
Blood Rage is a nostalgic slice of ’80s video store 
schlock. Rather than just 
being a carbon copy of 
the subgenre’s finest 
hits, however, it reworks 
those abundant cliches 
and tropes with a spirited 
energy. 

Beginning in 1974 
at a drive-in movie, 
identical twins Todd and 
Terry (both played by 
Mark Soper) wander off, 
leaving their parents to 
make out in the front seat, 

A teen is murdered, Todd 
wrongly takes the rap and 
he’s locked away in an 
asylum where his protestations of innocence are 
ignored until he becomes so despondent as to be 
rendered catatonic. 


Meanwhile, Terry lives with their mother, who 
showers him with love. When Todd escapes at 
Thanksgiving, Terry goes on a killing spree in 
order to make it look like his brother's still the 
murderer so he’ll get locked back up for good. 
His first target is mom’s fiance, Brad, who meets 
the bad end of a blade. As the bodies pile up, it’s 
up to Todd to stop him. 

The amusing premise of Blood Rage works 
as a reversal of the Halloween set-up. Instead 
of the psycho coming home to slay a gang of 
teens, the hero returns to 
right a wrong and fight 
it out with a killer hiding 
in plain sight as a goody 
two-shoes. 

The characters are 
engagingly written 
by Bruce Rubin, a 
screenwriter who would 
go on to pen Jacob’s 
Ladder (1990) and 
Ghost (1990), and the 
performances are above 
average, Louise Lasser, 
especially, is in good form 
as the loony mother. 

The gore effects may 
be Z-grade lousy, but don’t let that put you off. 
Blood Rage is a smart slasher. The ample bonus 
material on Arrow's three-disc edition make this 



clear, with extensive cast and crew inten/iews, 
director commentary, a visit to filming locations, 
essay by Joseph A. Ziemba (author of Bleeding 
Skull! A 1980s Trash-Horror Odyssejif, three 
different cuts of the film to compare and 
contrast, and more. 

Blood Rage, by virtue of its personality- 
swapping premise, seems to foretell the body-/ 
identity-swap comedies of the 1980s, which is 
just one of many reasons this one’s an essential 
'80s oddity. 

MARTYN CONTERIO 


RAISED WRONG 


SONNY BDY(19891“"'' 

Starring David Carradtne, Brad Dotirif and Paui L Smith 
Directed by Robert Martin Carroii 
Written by Graeme Whifler 
Scream Factory 

Every cult film fan knows the feeling of taking 
a chance on a relatively unheard-of movie and 
then discovering a total gem, and then, further- 
more, the joy of introducing friends to it. Sonny 
Soy fits this definition perfectly: it boasts David 
Carradine in drag. Brad Dourif as an '80s punk/ 
crime lackey and more gun violence than you 
can shake a stick at - all wrapped in an unchar- 
acteristically saccharine soundtrack and a seri- 
ous message about child abuse. 

Somewhere in New Mexico, deep in the des- 
ert, Weasel (Dourif) has stolen a beautiful car to 
bring to his boss 
Slue's junk lot 
in the middle of 
nowhere. Slue is 
fairly uninterested 
in what Weasel 
has brought him, 
but his trans wife 
Pearl (Carradine) 
quickly notices 
that there’s a pre- 
cious baby in the 
backseat, which 
she immediate- 
ly decides will be kept as her own and named 
Sonny. Although Slue initially resists, they keep 
the child, and at the tender age of six decide to 
cut his tongue out and raise him as a hardened 
criminal. Add to this the boy’s barbaric living 
conditions and he turns feral, eventually escap- 
ing and wreaking havoc by breaking into build- 
ings, scaring townspeople and leaving a bloody 
mess in his wake. 

Sonny Soy offers tar more than a few giggles 
at the antics of its characters; it's an unexpect- 
edly tender story that explores the pains of child 
abuse. Alongside fantastic performances from 
not only Carradine, Smith and Dourif, Michael 
Griffin is brilliant in his first role as Sonny, using 
inhurnan body movements to create a sympa- 
thetic, interesting character. 

Sonny Boy is a tmly strange story of heart- 








ache in the American desert, balancing B-movie 
qualities (such as cheesy gun violence) with a 
genuine message, making it a bizarrely beautiful 
creature. 

flICHELLE CHAKROT 




ZOMBIE HIGH (19871""'' 

Starring Virginia Madsen, Sherilyn Fenn and Paul Feig 

Directed by Ron Link 

Written by Tim Doyle, Aziz Ghazal 

and Elizabeth Passarelll 

Scream Factory 


could use a hot bath, Mattel cranks up the sadism 
a tew more notches as a group of escaped male 
convicts sneak into the prison and take the 
girls hostage. “Crazy Boy” Henderson (Gabriele 
Tinti) and his pals are intent on enjoying the 
females’ company, but quickly resort to violence 
if the girls aren’t willing. As police forces set 
up outside to retake the prison, the cons bide 
their time enacting violent fantasies, including 
a graphic game of Russian 
Roulette, as they plot their 
escape. 

Mattel seems to have 
Caged Heaton his mind as 
he checks off a list of every 
clichd in the women-in- 
prison playbook: sex- 
starved inmates, bitchy 
dialogue (“I’d like to bite 
your nipples off. And I'll 
do it!") and butch guards overstepping their 
boundaries. But where the film really shines is 
the gleeful, over-the-top violence: castrations, 
messy shotgun blasts, stabbings and slit throats 
are the order of the day, and help push the film’s 
otherwise grim story into the realm of trashy 
fun. But there’s also a technical proficiency here 
that doesn't always show up in Mattel's efforts, 
with confident camerawork and an assured, but 
still snappy, pace. While many of his other films 
are brazen Hollywood rip-offe. Women’s Prison 
Massacre mostly transcends ijs influences, 
showing Mattel was at his best when avoiding 
the strict confines of formula. 

PAULCORUPE 


It’s a story as old as time. Girl reluctantly 
attends a strict prep school. Prep school has a 
sinister secret. Girl makes fast friends. Girl Is 
attracted to mysterious younger teacher. Girl 
is startled when her newfound friends lose all 
traces of personality and behave like a bunch of 
Stepford Wives. 

Hey, where are the zombies in all this? 
“Zombie” is a term used loosely in Zombie 
High. The teens are not undead but rather have 
been brainwashed by the prep school faculty 
via surgery and a magic crystal (yes, a magic 
crystal). Oddly enough, this is an approprlate-if- 
mlsleading use of the term "zombie”, since the 
students are turned into drones. 

Zombie Higifs disfnguishing marl« are its 
cast, namely Virginia Madsen as our bland 
heroine (who confusingly only ever refers to 
the "zombie” students as “vampires”) and 
Twin Peaks' Sherilyn Fenn as one of her pals. It 
also stars Paul Feig - director of the upcoming 
Ghostbusters reboot - in a cringe-inducing role 
as the wisecracking Pud. 

The film’s only laughs come from Madsen 
trying to sell the line, “You can't replace human 
emotions with a crystal!” and one intentionally 
funny moment where three "zombie" teens 
dance as robotically as you’d 
expect. That’s two laughs, 
which makes it funnier than, 
say, Ghoulies III: Ghoulies Go 
to College, but that’s it. 

Zombie High is to bad 
’80s horror what Disturbing 
Behaviour was to bad ’90s 
horror. Wanna see this as a 
horror comedy done in an 
endearing, yet gross way? 

Watch Bryan Yuzna’s Society. 

Tellingly, Scream Factory, 
which seems to give even the 
dreggiest reissued dregs extra features, tossed 
off Zombie Wg/7 without a single bell or whistle. 
The film doesn’t fall Into the prestigious B-movie 
categories of Good-Bad Movie or Movie I Kinda 
Like, but the far more common and depressing 
Bad-Bad Movie. Thanks to Scream Factory, it’s 
now a Bad-Bad Movie with a nice widescreen 
transfer. 

ADAM CLARKE 


BWS BIGHOUSE 


WOMEN'S PRISON 
MASSACRE (19831 

starring Laura Gemser, Gabriele Tint! and Ursula Flores 
Directed by Bruno Mattel 
Written by Claudio Fragasso and Olivier Lefalt 
Shout Factory 

"One of Bruno Mattel’s best films” Is perhaps 
faint praise, but Eurotrash fans of a particular 
bent will appreciate Women’s Prison Massacre 
as a sleazy outing from one of their brightest 
talents. Based on a script by 
Claudio " Troll T Fragasso, this 
film careens from women-in- 
prison nastiness to tense siege 
thriller, featuring bloodshed, 
torture and lots of nudity from 
star Laura Gemser and the other 
girts who make up the prison 
population. And you’ll catch 
every tasteless frame of it in 
Shout! Factory’s new uncut Blu- 
ray release. 

Gemser plays put-upon 
journalist Emanuelle (who else?) who is sent 
to the big house on a bum rap. There, she has 
to contend with a strict warden (Lomaine de 
Sell) and brutal cellblock bully Albina (Ursula 
Flores), both of whom seem to have it out for 
her. Emanuelle soon begins to adjust to life 
on the inside, turning a blind eye to stashed 
switchblades, lesbian shower shenanigans and 
torture-happy guards. But just when you already 
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TOP OF THE HEAP 


WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TD SDLANGE? 
(19721 

Starring Pablo TestI, Karin Baal and Camille Keaton 
Directed by Massimo Dellamano 
Written by Bruno dl Geronomo and Massimo Dellamano 
Arrow HIms 
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BLACK CHRISTMAS: SEASON'S 
GRIEVINGS EDITION (1974) 

Starring Dlivla Hussey, Keir Dullea and Margot Kidder 
Directed by Bob Clark 
Written by Roy Moore 
Anchor Bay 

Black Christmas is not only the eminently 
re-watchable gift that keeps on giving, it’s also 
the gift that horror fans keep giving and getting, 
thanks to a long string of DVD and Blu-ray re- 
leases. That said, it’s unlikely that any distributor 
will top Anchor Bay’s "Season's Grievings” Blu- 
ray. Not only does it Include previously released 
Black Christmas featurettes and commentaries, 
it also provides some new goodies that come 
courtesy of Rue Morgue. 

For those unfamiliar with it, the movie is not 
only the best holiday-themed horror movie but 
the best Canadian horror 
film (albeit one directed by 
an American), A prototype 
slasher, it takes place during 
the Christmas holidays in 
and around a sorority house 
where the young women are 
being harassed by obscene 
telephone calls. The threat 
escalates when the caller 
secretly enters the sorori- 
ty house to stalk and kill his 
victims. 

The reasons Black Christmas is amazing 
are exhaustively explicated in this set's bonus 
materials. Among the new stuff is “The Black 
Christmas Legacy,” a slick 40-minute doc fea- 
turing new interviews with the likes of RM edi- 


tor-in-chief Dave Alexander, long-time contribu- 
tor (and Canadian genre expert) Paul Corupe and 
former art director Gary Pullin, who also provides 
the set's creepy cover art. They, 
and others, dissect the film’s eter- 
nal appeal (its atonal score and 
sound, masterful camerawork, 
and Canadian-ness, despite the 
occasional American flag to bol- 
ster its international appeal) and 
pay tribute to Its late director. Bob 
Clark, who died in a car crash back 
in 2007. Clark is present, howev- 
er, in interview material from a 
previous release (along with other 
ported over extras) and in a Rue Morgue liner 
note booklet that has an archival interview with 
him, as well as old and new quotes from other 
crew and cast members. 

Other new goodies include a Paul Corupe- 
heimed BC panel from FanExpo 2014 that fea- 
tures cast members Art Hindle, John 
Saxon, Lynn Griffin and Nick Mancu- 
so sharing fond memories, and a new 
commentary track featuring Mancu- 
so - as Billy the killer! The latter is a 
better idea than reality, as Mancuso 
fills the 97-mlnute running time with 
stream-of-consciousness non-se- 
quiturs mostly spoken in a British 
accent. His occasional dives into the 
psychotic Billy voice are disturbing 
but the track Is only vaguely amus- 
ing, and, to be honest, we would 
rather just watch the film. 

Speaking of which, it is Febmary as I write this 
and I am still dreaming of a Biack Christmas. 
How about you? 

SEAN PLUMMER 


It was not directed by Bava, Argento or Fulci, 
but Massimo Dellamano’s What Have You Done 
to Solange? simultaneously out-classes and 
out-sleazes most of the gialli output by those 
masters of the genre. So it’s about time that 
fans of black-gloved killers can enjoy a highly 
polished digital presentation of this exquisite 
cinematic filth, like the one now on offer from 
Britain's Arrow Films. 

Former stuntman Fabio Testi makes his lead- 
ing man debut as Enrico Rosseni, a married 
gym teacher at a Catholic girls school in London 
embroiled In an affair with one of his students. 
The girl, Elizabeth (Cristina Galbo: Let Sleeping 
Coipses Ligf, witnesses a brutal murder during 
one oftheir trysts and is found dead herself soon 
after. With their affair revealed and himself a 
prime suspect, Enrico turns from teacher into 
amateur detective, uncovering a sex ring among 
his students, who are them- 
selves being picked off one by 
one by a killer with an especially 
distasteful method of dispatch- 
ing his victims. 

Within a genre that tired pretty 
soon after its release, Solange 
distinguishes itself on many 
fronts. For one, te plot makes 
sense; the killer has a legiti- 
mate motive for his crimes. It’s 
also beautifully shot, with seri- 
ous production value (it was an 
Italian-German co-production partly filmed in 
London) and a captivating performance by future 
I Spit on Your Grave star Camille Keaton as So- 
lange, The only real gripe is the wooden Testi, 
and more sensitive souls may find the sexualized 
violence distasteful. 

As expected, Arrow’s presentation is impec- 
cable, starting with a handsome 2K restoration 
that showcases the compositions of cinematog- 
rapher (and future director) Aristide Massaccesi, 
a.k-a. Joe D’Amato {Anthropof^agu^, and the 
beautiful score by legend Ennio Morricone. New 
extras include a breezy and informative com- 
mentary track from genre experts Kim Newman 
and Alan Jones; Innocence Lost, a half-hour "vi- 
sual essay” on Solange and its place within the 
giallo genre by Mark Mackenzie; and a candid 
interview with co-star Kahn Baal who takes is- 
sue with the film’s morality. 

Vastly underrated. What Have You Done to 
Solange? is the classiest-looking sleaze we’ve 
seen.’ 

SEAN PLUMMER 
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ings, they also provide a chance for the filmmak- 
ers to experiment with the medium. 

These films were also uniquely suited to this 
approach, since their use of otherworldly dream- 
iness is in stark contrast with their physical lo- 
cations. Shot in actual bars, graveyards and - in 
the case of two of the set’s films - carnivals, 
there's an authenticity to regional horror that 
Hollywood couldn’t always replicate. Even if you 
didn't grow up down the street from where they 
were made, these works present a convincing 
alternate version ot our own world with familiar 
(sometimes even recognizable) locations now 
overrun by zombies, mad killers or cryptozoolog- 
ical monsters. 

By putting audiences in a commonplace set- 
ting that’s slightly warped and distorted - a 
faintly recognizable locale that no longer feels 
safe - films such as Malatesta’s Carnival of 
Blood, The Witch Who Came From the Sea 
and The Premonition use a mix of realism and 
dreamy atmospherics to achieve what Stephen 
King once called “the poetry of fear.” And while 
regional horror works don’t always make sense, 
or exhibit the polished touches of a professional 
production, they can, like poetry, evoke intangi- 
ble sensations and feelings that are just as ter- 
rifying.Q 


reams and nightmares have long 
' been an inspiration for horror cinema, 
but they found their fullest expression 
in the messy and unfocused region- 
al horror boom of the 1 970s. Some of the most 
original and groundbreaking visions of locally 
made cinematic terror emerged from this era, 
including Tobe Hooper’s nightmarish The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre and George A. Romero’s 
Night of the Living Dead. But for every certified 
classic, thousands more brought their own dark 
visions to life, often just around the corner from 
where they lived. It’s this D.I.Y.-leaning move- 
ment that is the focus of Arrow Video’s new 
American Horror Project Volume f, a Biu-ray 
set that features ’70s indie favourites Malates- 
ta's Carnival of Blood (1973), The Witch Who 
Came From the Sea (1 976) and The Premonition 
(1976). 

These films, and other regional works, are of- 
ten more remarkable than studio films because 
their directors were free to take artistic risks, 
often mixing art and sleaze In equal doses, and 
relying on dreamy atmosphere to make it all 
work. It’s a disbncbve aesthetic perhaps best 
evidenced in the Philadelphia-shot obscurity Ma- 
latesta’s Carnival of Blood, an offbeat, episodic 
piece that follows a nightmare crew 
of vampires, mad scientsts and 
cannibals living in a rundown carni- 
val, where they make meals out of 
locals unlucky enough to get caught 
on the grounds after closing time. 

Next up, we arrive in Mississippi 
for The Premonihon, In which Sheri 
(Sharon Farrell) is distraught when 
her adopted daughter is kidnapped 
by her disturbed biological mother 
Andrea (Ellen Barber) and a carnival mime (ex- 
ploitation stalwart Richard Lynch). Sheri has a 
psychic bond with the young girl and receives 
telepathic messages in her dreams that she 
hopes will lead to her daughter’s whereabouts. 

The set’s most accomplished entry, an oedipal 
thriller punctuated by Intense, surreal murders, 
is Matt Cimber’s Malibu-lensed The Witch IWio 




Came From the Sea. This one tells the story of a 
girl (Millie Perkins) obsessed with her ship cap- 
tain father who was lost at sea when she was a 
child. She’s also frightened that her violent sex- 
ual fantasies are bleeding into reality after two 
men she dreamed about torturing turn up dead. 

Despite being made across the country, all 
three of these striking works feature reality-dis- 
torting sequences, a technique used success- 
fully in other regional efforts such 
as Carnival of Souls, Death Bed 
and Let's Scare Jessica to Death 
- films that toss aside narrabve 
concerns and focus on building 
atmosphere and mood. In this tra- 
dition, The Premonition has Sheri’s 
striking extrasensory visions of 
Andrea fighting with her boyfriend 
covered in blood. The Witch 
Who Came From the Sea sees 
each murder sequence presented as a possible 
dream, with fuzzy focus and altered sounds; and 
Maiatesta's Carnival of Blood depicts vicfms’ 
dreams bleeding into real life and includes some 
acid trip-styled sequences featuring a churning 
cannibalistic horde that lurks in the catacombs 
under the fairgrounds. Not only do these scenes 
gloss over budgetary and storytelling shortcom- 
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■ M ave you ever tried to count ttie number of 
film titles that begin with "The Last?” One 
I f recent snowy day I countecTupwards of 40 
on my own, lost track, gave up and consult- 
ed the Internet Movie Database, which lists almost 
200. Of the handfbl that are horror films, only one Is 
called The Last Horror Film {\9Q2), which is appro- 
priate because It's a singular film for many reasons, 
most of them wrong. Another quick online search 
reveals that the word "skeevy” derives from the 
Italian word "schlfoso” and means disgusting, de- 
testable, rotten, repulsive, foul, hideous, loathsome. 
It's also a term personified by most of the low-life 
characters played by the late great Joe Spinell {Ma- 
fvac, Rochy, The Godfathei), who was pretty much 
the acme of skeevy. 

’ In r/)eLssfHorwF//fn(recen1lyreissUBdonBlu- 
ray by Troma), Spinell plays Vinny Durand, a lonely, 
misfit New York cab driver (go figure) obsessed with 
horror movie starlet Jana Bates (Spinell's Maniac 
co-star Caroline Munro - again, go figure). We first 
meet Vinny in a Times Square grindhouse where 
he's happily wanking hImSelf Into a stupor to the 
consternation of the venue’s more 
upscale patrons - skeevy enough 
for ya? Vinny lives in a small apart- 
ment wrth his mom (played by Spi- 
nelt's real-life mom). She's a good 
mom, if somewhat ineffectual, as 
evidenced by her concern over Vin- 
ny’s crazy ideas. “Vinny," she says. 

“stop thinking about those crazy 
Ideas. You'll only get yourself upset 
again. I made baked macaroni. You 
don't eat right. More protein, you 
won't have so many crazy ideas." 

We're only privy to the details 
of one of VInny's hare-brained schemes. Out it's a 
humdinger: go to the Cannes Film Festival, meet 
Jana (whose 'do looks like her head's getting dry- 
humped by an overgrown honey badger) and direct 
her in a movie. After all, if he flies to the French Riv- 
iera and skulks around surreptitiously filming her as 
she flits from press conference to screening to after 


party all over Sodom-by-the-Sea, she'll eventually 
be his, right? (And no, that's nof how I wound up 
with all these restraining orders from Angela Bettis 
- I told you, that was just an unfortunate misun- 
derstanding.) 

Of course, not long after Vinny lands and turns 
a shitty hotel room Into a Jana shrine/war room, a 
series of gory and often ludicrously elaborate mur- 
ders gets underway. But If the promise of gratuitous 
bloodletting, early-'BOs skank and 
a typically unhinged Spinell perfor- 
mance had you expecting a grotty 
near-classic like Maniac, you may 
find The Last Horror Film a batiYmq 
letdown. It’s simply too scattershot 
to fully deliver that kind of punch. 
Showbiz satire? Character study? 
Lo-fi postmodern experiment? 
Horror cinema is broad enough to 
encompass any or all of these at 
once, but not herein. 

The film was supposedly shot 
guerilla-style during the 1981 
Cannes Film Festival, which Is nifty on many lev- 
els; the downside being that the vast majority of the 
dialogue Is very, very badly dubbed. The upside? 
It's Cannes, so It's fun spotting celebs including 
Marcello Mastrolannl, Karen Black and Kris Kristof- 
ferson, and there's also quite a bit of non-celebrity 
beach nudity. Involving people who likely didn't re- 


alize their wobbly dangty bits were being filmed. It's 
also kind of nifty to see so many other films of the 
era getting pimped for distribution, from the familiar 
{Polyester, The Spy Who Loved Me. Chariots of Fire. 
Escape From New York) to the deservedly forgotten 
[Evil Under the Sun, Passion of Love), with Cannibal 
Wotocaosf peeking out in between. 

Like cyberbullying, racketeering and sandals 
with socks, stalking was a very serious problem for 
many years before there were any laws against it, 
let alone a term for it. The Last Horror Film hails 
from that less enlightened era, although with John 
Hinckley and Mark David Chapman grabbing head- 
lines worldwide Just before It went Into production, 
the phenomenon was certainly front and centre In 
the papular consciousness. Not surprisingly, the * 
Hinckley/Jodie Foster/Ronald Reagan debacle gets 
heavily referenced throughout, but the writing’s 
simply too clumsy to rise to any kind of topicality. 
How do you follow up the most idiotic twist ending 
since Body DoubleT With an even more WTF? epi- 
logue, apparently. 

So why bother with The Last Horror FilmT Well, 
because I still think It warrants recommendation as 
a curiosity, especially for grindhouse aficionados 
and Spinell com pietists (and yes. there's a fair bit of 
crossover there), not to mention Its commendable 
If unrealized ambition. Now get the hell out of my 
basement and go scarf down some protein before 
you get any more crazy ideas.® 


ILVEdM, OEL ETE BIHS AND OTHm SIH S'I 








L ale last year, it was my pain and pleasure to 
put together the latest Rue Morgue Library 
edition: Blood in Four Caiours - A Graphic 
History of Horror Comics. While poring over 
hundreds of titles published in the last seven 
decades, this sometimes jaded comics fan 
learned something. 

I'm not talking about the odd new factoid or 
two, though there were certainly a few of those 
(for example, I had no idea Marvel’s Groot made 
his first appearance in a 1960 issue of Tales to 
Astonish). Rather, I had an epiphany of sorts that 
made me re-evaluate my entire relationship with 
horror comics: simply put, they’re the single best 
form of entertainment for horror fans. 

I’ve been reading comics for nearly 40 years, 
and like many people in long-term relationships. 
I'd started to take them for granted. Something 
to pass the time until the next obscure giallo 
is released on Blu-ray. It wasn’t until I took a 
bird's-eye view of the comic industry’s history, 
and the role horror played (and continues to play) 
within it, that I realized how unique the format is, 
and how important it is to the genre. There are 
four key elements that make this clear. 

First: quantity. In any given week, there 
are anywhere from 100 to 150 new comics 
released. Let’s be conservative and say twenty 
percent of those are horror 
or horror-related. That’s an 
average of twenty to thirty 
horror comics per week. 

And that’s just in print from 
major publishers; if you 
factor in straight-to-digital 
titles and indie books, the 
number is much higher. 

Film fans, if they’re lucky, 
can look forward to maybe 
one new release on the big 
screen every few weeks 
and a handful of DVD picks, 

I don’t know how many 
horror novels are issued per 
week, but I’m willing to bet 
top publishers only manage a handful. So, as far 
as content goes, comic fans enjoy the highest 
volume of releases. 


This leads to the next item on 
my list: diversity, A quick scan 
of releases due the week this 
column is being written reveals 
Victorian steampunk terror (Dark 
Horse’s Steam Mart), zombie 
carnage (Image’s '68 Last Rifes-. 

451 's ExmortiS), gore (Avatar’s 
Crossed), scary superheroics 
(Archie’s Hangmarl), monster 
mashes (American Gothic Press’ 

Monster World), witchcraft 
(Abstract Studios’ Rachel Rising, 
classic monsters (Dynamite’s Dean 
Koontz's Frankensteir^, movie tie- 
ins (Boom’s Big Trouble in Little 
Chind), literary adaptations (Action 
Lab’s Cask of Amontilladd) and 
kid-friendly humour (Dark Horse’s 
Plants vs. ZombieS). Where to 
begin? 

Within all this choice lies my 
number three: non-conformity. 

Perhaps it’s comic creators’ 
need to compete in a crowded 
industry, or maybe it’s because 
comics are currently so under the 
radar compared to other forms of pop culture. 

Whatever the reason, horror 
comics embrace subjects 
that other mediums shy 
away from. 

For example, there are 
plenty of instances in The 
Walking Dead comic that 
are far more gruesome and 
disturbing than its television 
counterpart (the murders 
of five-year-old twins Ben 
and Billy come to mind). 
And it’s hard to imagine the 
rape and other depraved 
sexual acts in Cmssec/being 
greenlit by any movie studio. 
Novels may also have the 
freedom to explore all manner of taboo subjects, 
but comics lay It out for all to see in sometimes 
shockingly detailed illustrations. 


Finally, there’s the int'macy of horror comics, 
which create a unique bond between reader 
and creator. I’d argue that they transcend the 
link between a reader and novelist specifically 
because of the visual dimension. They then up the 
ante by making the readers active participants 
who must fill in the narrative gaps between 
panels (called “gutters”) subconsciously. 

For horror, a visceral genre that demands 
the spectator’s full attention and personal 
investment, comics allow it to reach its full 
potential. And yet many horror fans continue to 
Ignore the format, not realizing the thrills and 
chills available. In putting together the Blood in 
Fbt/n Co/ours supplement. I’ve found that my love 
of comic book creep-outs runs even deeper than 
I realized it could.v 

Blood In Four Colours - A Graphic History of 
Horror Comics is on sale now! 


FOLLOW PEOHO ON TWITTER @PGItBE2UEL0 
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DIVERSE UNIVERSE OF HORROR 


Garth Ennis - no stranger to shock horror, having created books such as Preacher and Crossed - is back with Code Pru. The blood 
doesn’t quite hit the fan in this tirst issue, though there's every indication it soon wiil. Pm is a college student in New York City who rooms 
with three other girls, one of whom, Lisa, is heavily Into the occult. Pru is skeptical of the supernatural and takes every opportunity to tease 
Lisa, especially when the latter reveals she’s going to go ahead with a satamc ritual. Meanwhile, a hideous, tentacled Elder God is being kept 
locked up by the mysterious Dr. Squidpump. The creature resorts to playing Monopoly\o pass the time and this, strangely, Is the highlight 
of the issue. It also displays one of Ennis' strengths: his dark sense of humour. As the game progresses, the two players trade barbs and 
philosophical musings about life and death, it’s a bizarre first issue but one that satisfies due to its quirkiness. 


A bizarre monster is also at the centre of 
The Eighth Seal, albeit in a different form. First 
Lady Amelia Greene is suffering from visions in 
which she transforms into a demonic, bloodthirsty 
creature. Whfle she 
and her aide try to 
figure out what’s 
behind her apparent 
hallucinations, other 
parties in the White 
House hide behind 
corners, whispering 
about the First Lady’s 
role in an occult 
conspiracy. The 
political background 
makes for a 
mysterious setting, 
instantly alerting the 
reader that something beyond a simple possession 
Is happening. Artist Jeremy Rock does a fair job 
portraying typical human interaction, but really 
] shines when displaying Amelia's dark alter ego: a 
misshapen, mult-eyed, craggy monstrosity. 


For bloodier fare there’s the 
appropriately named Blood Feud, a tale 
that takes place in the Ozarks, where a 
couple of good old boys. Jack and R.F., 
get caught in the middle of a family feud 
between the Stubbs and the Whatelys. 
Meanwhile, the Whatelys have made 
a bargain with dark forces and turned 
j all of the Stubbs - adults, children and 
I babies alike - into bloodthirsty, vampire- 
like creatures. As if these bloodsuckers 
weren't enough. Jack and R.F. also have 
to ward off an army of killer spiders. The 
blood spurts vigorously yet it’s mixed 
with a healthy dose of characterization. 


humour and a novel design 
for the monsters, which are 
referred to as vampiric, but 
resemble something altogether 
different, sporting long, sharp 
teeth that protrude from 
enormous mouths that take 
up most of the creature’s face. 
Add to that some beady eyes, 
razor-sharp claws, pointy ears 
and a hairy body more akin to 
a werewolf and you’re left with 
a memorably grotesque and 
deadly creation. 


Vampires aren’t always 

hideous, thankfully. In fact, 
sometimes they can be adorable, as in the case of 
Luna the Vampire, about Luna, a little misfit who 
lives in a coffin spaceship in outer space. Despite 
her interplanetary Flestyle, she still has to deal 
with common earthly problems, such as picking 
the right dress for her uncle’s zombificaton, losing 
weight or caring for her new pet, a Fat Worm. 

Creator Yasmin Sheikh 
has some fun with horror 
conventions, throwing 
in comic depictions of 
zombies, ghouls, giant 
worms, bat cats and a 
witch as Luna’s best 
friend. Her illustrations 
are cute without being 
cloying, and she gives 
each of her characters 
a distinct look. She also 
manages to take a few 
satirical jabs at popular 
culture, especially how 
it relates to girls, raising 


the stakes and giving Luna the 
extra bite that elevates it beyond 
a simple, cutesy book. 


Another title that belies its 
cute appearance Is Pinocchio, 
Vampire Slayer, a book that 
cleverly mixes humour, adventure 
and horror Into a genuinely 
thrilling and moving narrative. I 
was wary when I first heard there 
would be additional adventures, 
as the original three-part series 
was virtually flawless and works 
perfectly as a standalone tale. 
However, Pinocchio, Vampire 
Slayer versus the Vampire Zoo 
effortlessly continues the high standard set down 
in the earlier series. Taking place during the 
original tale, Pinocchio and his gang of slayers 
visit a zoo infected by the vampire curse. Instead 
of the usual human 
undead, the slayers 
must now face a 
menagerie of animal 
vampires under the 
control of a nasty 
gorilla. Dusty Higgins 
and Van Jensen are 
firing on all cylinders 
here, and though 
limited by what 
they can do from 
a characterization 
perspective (this is, 
after all, a side story 
to the broader saga), 
they still manage to throw in some good character 
beats that touch on the iarger story arc and make 
this installment a worthy addition.# 









FOLK HORROR REVIVAL: 
FIELD STUDIES 

Katherine Beem and Andy Paclorek, eds 

Wyrd Harvest Press 


The rich pagan, pre-Christian iegacy of the 
British Isles ana Europe, and various themes at- 
tendant to folklore motife in cinema, television, 
music, art and culture, are presented in this 500- 
page compendium of essays, reviews and inter- 
views. It’s a mixed bag; not only ot themes and 
levels of quality, but also of fonts and layouts. 
Still, if you’re willing to look beyond its amateur- 
ish design and a number of average/sub par con- 
tributions, there's enough good stuff to be found 
between the covers. 

First, there are quality interviews with au- 
thors Kim Newman and Thomas Ligotti (an old, 
non-exclusive one), artist Paul Rumsey and, es- 
pecially pertinent, director Robin Hardy, whose 
classic The Wicker Man (1973) looms strongly 
over this volume. 

Then, there are solid introductions to Eu- 
ro-homor in "Nordic 
Twilight: Scandi- 

navian Horror,’’ by 
Andy Paclorek, and 
“Darkness, Beauty, 
Fear and Wonder: 
Exploring the Gro- 
tesque and Fantas- 
tical World ot Czech 
Folk Horror,” by Kat 
Ellinger, plus a fine 
essay by Stephen 
Canneron American fairy-tale gothic in “Folklore 
and the River: A Reflection on Davis Grubb's The 
Night of the Hunter." Cream of the crop, howev- 
er, are the well written and researched essays 
on how Serbian folklore gave birth to the vampire 
legend (“Srpski Vampir,” by Lauri Lbytokoski), 
on revenanis and occult elements in the vintage 
ghost stories of M.R. James (“M.R. James: The 
Presence of More Formidable Visitants,” by Jim 
Moon) and on the (self-explanatory) “The Haunt- 
ed Fields of England: Diabolical Landscapes and 
the Genii Locorum," by Phil Legard. 

More judicious editing would’ve made this vol- 
ume less voluminous, but it may also have ben- 
efitted from omitting atrocities as “Hysteria and 
Curses in Nigel Kneale’s Baby," the useless and 
dated non-review ot The Last Broadcast (1 99B), 
the silly nonsense about “Hunting the Nephiiim” 


and the rambling and shallow “Women of Power 
and Justice: Witches in Folk Homor Movies.” 

Still, horror folk should perceive this glass as 
half-full: first, because there’s plenty of worthy 
material here, and second, because 100 percent 
of profite from sales of the book will be charitably 
donated to environmental, wildlife and commu- 
nity projects undertaken by The Wildlife Trusts. 
Yep, for a non-commercial, well-meaning proj- 
ect, this book is a step in the right direction, 
warts and all, and it deserves your support. 

DEJAN OGNJANOVIC 

HERE'STO MY SWEET SATAN; 

HOW THE OCCULT HAUNTED MUSIC, MOVIES 
AND POP CULTURE, 1966-1980 

George Case 
Quill Driver Books 

Cultural critic George Case acknowledges that 
the Satanic panic of the 1 960s and '70s may not 
have been the biggest pop cultural movement of 
the time, but it certainly provoked the biggest 
and longest-standing backlash. His eighth book 
on pop culture phenomena, Here's to My Sweet 
Satan, provides a comprehensive overview of 
America’s fascination with the occult, with chap- 
ters devoted to its impact on music, literature, 
movies and more general pop culture ephemera, 
such as tarot readings, cryptozoology and yoga. 
But what does the Devil have to do with down- 
ward dog? Read on. 

Case identifies the start of the craze as April 
8, 1966, when Time magazine ran a solid black 
cover featuring the words “IS GOD DEAD?” it 
stunned America, as did the editorial, which gar- 
nered as much outrage as it did positive feed- 
back. Nonetheless, occult themes swept into 
rock ’n’ roll, heralded by The Beatles with 1 967’s 
Sgt Peppercorn art, while 
The Rolling Stones infused 
it with sex and glamour. 

Movies followed suit, with 
devilish films such as The 
Exorcist and Rosemary's 
Baby breaking box office 
records and scarring chil- 
dren across the nation. 

The newfangled interest 
in the occult also brought 
about new interest in fan- 
tasy and magic in literature, 
most notably the works of 


H.P. Lovecraft and Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings. 
Reagan's Republican government responded 
with the expected indignation and, combined 
with Rev. Jerry Falwell’s zealous efforts, made 
the condemnation of Satan a powerful political 
platform. Of course, the more politicians and 
preachers condemned the occult, the cooler it 
became, so musicians such as Marilyn Manson 
raised the bar accordingly, while even younger 
generations got in on the tantasy/magic fun with 
Harry Potter and Twilight 
If the book’s synopsis reads like a laundry list 
of everything and anything having to do with the 
wacky and weird, it's because this is the bulk 
of what My Sweet Satan offers. In spite of the 
spicy title, Case uses a very general definition of 
the occult, which broadens his scope to the point 
of excess: basically anything from the success 
of Stephen King to horror movies and comics 
fall under his umbrella. Maybe that’s the point, 
though; later chapters do look into the roles of 
war and globalization in bringing Eastern inter- 
ests and mythologies to the West, but the book 
remains disproportionately focused on the who, 
what and when, without nearly enough why. I 
guess only the Devil knows. 

ANDREA SUBISSATI 

LARRY COHEN: 

THE STUFF OF GODS AND MONSTERS 

Michael Doyle 

BearManor Media 

Ever since I caught a late-night TV broadcast 
of the 1974 flick It’s Alive - about a couple 
whose expectant baby turns out to be a hom- 
icidal mutant with claws - back in the early 
1980s, I’ve been a fan of writer/director/produc- 
er Larry Cohen. Initially captivated by the film’s 
tiny terror, I later came to appreciate 
the tine performances, Cohen's intel- 
ligent script (which touched on topics 
such as abortion and environmental 
concerns) and the top-notch score by 
composer Bernard Hemmann. I made 
sure to catch Cohen’s other genre 
works, which included the offbeat and 
highly original God Told Me To, 0 - The 
Winged Serpent and The Stuff, and, 
much later, I had the opportunity to 
interview him for Rue Morgue. 

It turns out I’m not the only big Co- 
hen fan around here. Fellow RMcon- 
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tribirtor Michael Doyle is one as well, and to prove it, he’s released a nearly 700-page tome 
on the prolific filmmaker, titled Larry Cohen: The Stuff of Gods and Monsters. Comprised of 
several Interviews Doyle conducted with Cohen over a three-year period, the txrak employs 
a QS(A format, with the filmmaker's recollections about growing up in New York during the 
1 940s and ’50s kicking off the discussions. 

Despite his reputation as a horror icon, Cohen’s body of 
work has spanned various genres in both television and film, 
and Doyle Includes a chapter on his early TV projects (which 
included writing scripts for the ’60s courtroom-themed series 
The Defenders, and creating the Chuck Connors western Brand- 
ed) before moving on fo Cohen’s numerous films in chronolog- 
ical order, which include the It's Alive follow-up, It Lives Again, 
Blaxploitafion flick Black Caesar and controversial drama The 
Private Files ofJ. Edgar Hoover. Three chapters on Cohen’s var- 
ious screenplays are also Included. 

Doyle has definitely done his homework, and he elicits in- 
sightful and very candid responses from Cohen, which are often 
accompanied by entertaining anecdotes about interacting with 
luminaries such as Alfred Hitchcock and Orson Welles. Featuring forewords by Mick Garris 
and actress (and Cohen collaborator) Laurene Landon, a filmography, detailed endnotes and 
many behind-the-scenes photos, this is an engrossing, definitive look at the life and uncon- 
ventional output of a true auteur, 

JAMES BURRELL 



DREAMS FROM THE WITCH HOUSE 

Lynne Jamneck, ed. 

Dark Regions Press 


Last November, the World Fantasy Awards announced that it would be removing H.P. Love- 
craft’s likeness from their awards statuette. This came after a two-year campaign (including 
an online petition) calling out Lovecraft’s racism, particularly in some deeply troubling poems 
written early in his career in which he compared black people to beasts. It’s an important 
and controversial move for the world’s most prestigious fantasy awards convention, and it’s 
sparked a renewed conversation about artists and the nature of art. For instance, how far can 
we defend our heroes based upon the "product of their bmes" defence? And how does the 
value of Lovecraft’s work and legacy measure against his antiquated and occasionally harmful 
system of beliefs? 

As this tempest roiled, two excellent anthologies of Lovecraftian short fiction written entirely 
by women emerged, including Dreams From the Witch House, edited by Australian scribe 
Lynne Jamneck. Dreams features an enormously gifted collection of female writers work- 
ing to interpret and redefine Lovecraft's mythos in clever and unexpected ways. Although 
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DEVIL'S ADVOCATES -SUSPIRIA 

Alexandra Heller-Nicholas 
Auteur 

Detailed, straightforward and well 
organized, this latest installment 


concise reminder of why Dario Ar- 
gento remains important despite 
his disappointing late-career output. Its 120 pages 
provide the right amount of detail and academic in- 
sight into the filmmaker’s finest work, from the forces 
that created Suspiria, to the meanings behind its truly 
inspired - and often insane - artistic choices. 

DAVE ALEXANDER 


X'S FOR EYES 


Laird Barron 

Hold on to your tentacles, because 
y *> here’s a vivid, super-fun 80-page 

fi f| pulp novella by the modem mas- 

ter of testosterone-heavy SF-ac- 
tion-horror-noir. In it, precocious, 
rich teens (heavy drinkers and 
womanizers) find themselves in the middle of a whole 
host of corporate, sectarian and mad scientist intrigue 
connected to a space probe that may have (inadver- 
tently?) contacted the Lovecraftian dark god Azathoth. 

DEJAN OGNJANOVIC 


BLACK CREEK 

Gregory Lamberson 
. - . Medallion Press 

' During a freak snowstorm, a small 

town is attacked by subterranean 

. m mutants that were created by a 

*5 sewage contamination 40 years 

i««RS0N prior. If this doesn’t already sound 

like a chilled-over Hills Have Eyes 
rip-off, it comes complete with its own baby-in-peril 
climax. This wouldn't have been a criticism if the novel 
had developed any of its abundance of characters. Not 
recommended. 

BRETT MCNEILL 


DEAD RINGERS 

ipg Christopher Golden 

St. Martir's Press 

Agrippingreadfromstarttofinish, 
* Dead Ringers explores several dif- 
mno Ifii aspects of the paranormal 
ySP delivers some tangible chills 
W along the way. With believable 
characters and the same hammy flavour as a good 
Twilight Zone episode, this tale of doppelgangers and 
the occult will have you questioning your own reflec- 
tion-after all, it could be your very own evil twin. 

■*3 S . EVAN MILLAR 





VAMPIRE BOOK OF THE MONTH ClUB 



by 




academy, has a kick-ass B-movie actress for a roommate and a 
smokin' hot best friend to crush on - and she's still in high school. It’d all be 
absolutely perfect, except for the demanding fans, even more demanding 
publisher deadlines, and the honest-to-god real-life vampire who's sud- 
denly stalking her. 

“I will probably get in trouble for that,” says author Rusty Fischer, of 
the book’s occasionally biting commentary about overly critical readers 
and obsessive fans, "but that’s a direct response to how immediate - and 
often personal - the feedback of today's readership can get. One of the 
challenges in writing genre fiction like the paranormal Is 
keeping the continuity fluid, something I get called out for 
by editors and readers alike! So, yes, it’s definitely my 
insecurities as a writer coming through but also a way to 
show readers what It's like to juggle so many balls." 

Fischer, who's authored a number of other teen mon- 
ster novels including Zombies Don’t Cry and Vamplayers, 
spent nearly a decade working as a teacher before leaving 
to write full time. His devotion to young adult fiction was 
directly born out of the years he spent in the classroom. 

“When I [left], I made a promise to myself that I would 
still remain a ‘teacher’ of sorts by always writing for teens 
and young adulte,” he says. “That’s the time when books 
helped me the most. I remember reading Judy Blume vo- 
raciously whenever I felt down or blue or confused and 
anxious, and wanted to try to do the same for other teens 
with my own writing.” 

However, unlike Blume’s classic stories, Fischer's out- 
put, while also tackling the more mundane ins and outs ot teenage life, 
lies decidedly in the land of the supernatural, with zombies and vampires 
making frequent appearances In both his navels and short stories. 

"I love continually tweaking the mythology and world building of each 
particular genre,” he says of his attachment to the undead. “For instance, 
with zombies, I like to push the limits of the 'shuffling corpse’ trope and 


give them ideas, thoughts, even memories or rudimentary - or not so rudi- 
mentary - language skills. With Vampire Book of the Month dub, I tlipped 
the script and went back to more traditional tropes like using holy water 
and a stake through the heart to kill them." 

And that’s not the only thing Vampire Book of the Month Club (out now 
from Medallion Press) flipped the script on. Its heroine Nora, aside from 
her successful career writing vampire fiction, is a normal teenager, not a 
monster hunter or closet supernatural or any other kind ot “chosen one.” 
Using her wits Is the only option for neutralizing her vampire stalker, Reece, 
who’s not only slowly turning her social circle Into literal monsters, but has 
tound a way to hold her hostage until she meets his rather strange demand 
of "write a book for me." 

And Reece too is much different than a lot of his teen 
vamp counterparts, in that he has his own sinister moti- 
vation that has absolutely nothing to do with romancing 
his hostage or turning her. That’s not to say VBotMC is 
all brooding bloodsucker darkness, an irreverent streak 
ot humour runs through all of Fischer’s work, giving it 
a sense of fun that’s often missing in teen fiction in the 
wake of the success of heavier narratives such as The 
Hunger Games. 

“I’ve tried to write serious, heavy, even ‘literary’ teen 
fiction,” he admits, “but inevitably I start cracking jokes 
and getting sarcastic and fall back into my comfort zone." 

When asked if we’re finally seeing a shift away from 
the vampire-as-misunderstood-romantic trope that over- 
took YA fiction in the wake of Twiiight, Fischer is quick to 
say yes, putting the impetus behind this change squarely 
in the hands of the young readers. 

“I think we’re just seeing tropes and stereotypes and 
clichds gently disappear from a lot of new YA fiction in general. Today’s 
teens are so sophisticated and diverse and vocal that as a modern YA writer 
there are things you just can’t ‘get away' with anymore, like the predictable, 
one-dimensional hero or the damsel In distress or the vanilla romances or 
plot twists that used to be so popular. I think it’s great tor readers and writ- 
ers, and why I’m so proud to be a YA author in particular.” 
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most of the contributing authors are white, it’s plain to see 
they've made a concentrated effort to present challenging and 
diverse characters, while also giving voice to ones previously 
overlooked. 

The collection opens with Joyce Carol Oates’ masterly novel- 
la Shadows of the Evening. Oates' flowery style works better in 
some contexts than others, but it is perfectly suited here, along 
with her predilection for doomed, beautifully disturbed char- 
acters. (Just try torgetting the story’s primary antagonist - a 
choirboy literally singing himself to death.) Other highlights in- 
clude “Our Lady of Arsia Mons” by weird fiction master Caitlin 
R. Kiernan, who situates the mythos within a Mars expedition 
gone terribly wrong. Gemma Files submits a brutishly short 
and nasty piece about hospitals and parasitic children, while Molly Tanzer’s story “But Only 
Because I Love You” follows an all-female exploration crew led by a mute Tibetian guide into 
Leng, the mutable Cthuiuan land from which few return. 

The crown jewel in this collection is “All Our Salt-Bottled Hearts" by Sonya Taaffe, which 
opens with a female descendant of the legendary Waites family attempting to drown her- 
self in a decrepit bathroom. Told from the perspective of Anson, a proudly queer "child of 
Innsmouth,” the story lovingly describes the fishy attributes of his kin with language more 
poetic than Lovecraft himself could have imagined. “Over the warm rosewood of her skin, 
the faint olive tinting of her nascent scales shone like the patina on bronze," begins one 
passage. Taaffe’s story turns the tables on the Lovecraftian skill of describing the ineffable, 
the awful and the unimaginable and makes it deliriously lovely and wholly human. Through 
her tale, she affirms that anything can happen when new voices are permitted to run wild 
In Lovecraft's realm of fearful symmetries. And that’s why Dreams From the Witch House 
deserves to be read - widely. 

ALISON UNO 



THE DAMAGED 

Simon Law 
CreateSpace 


Grabbing the reader as soon as the cover is cracked, Simon Law’s The Damaged mstes 
no time in spilling blood. During a freak hurricane-level storm in 1987, Sussex, England, is 
hit hard. While sheltering in their house, the Mason family hopes to ride out the wild weath- 
er with minimal damage to their home and property. But just as the trees start crashing 
down, destroying the neighbourhood, a mysterious figure comes walking up their suburban 
street. The man, a vagrant, has an unfortunate encounter with the Mason patriarch, which 
goes bloody in a flash, leaving both parents murdered and their young son, Matthew, with 
psychological scars that run much deeper than the physical ones left behind by the storm. 

The Damaged then fast forwards to 2012. Tammy is a 
recovering alcoholic who's just lost custody of her angelic 
daughter Jessica. Tammy has little to look forward to, but still 
manages to trudge through her daily appointments as an in- 
home caregiver. When a client death (to be expected in her 
line of work) opens her schedule to a new customer, she's 
shocked to see the now-grown Matthew Mason on her docket. 

Matthew has just been released from a decades-long stay in 
a mental hospital and is set to become her first psychiatric 
patient. His calm demeanour and handsome looks effecbvely 
hide his inner demons, but his new freedom has a high price 
for them both. 

Though The Damaged quickly submerges readers in the 
parallel worlds of Matthew’s psychosis and Tammy’s de- 
structive self-loathing, it doesn’t rush the action. The book takes a lavish length of time 
describing every dark thought and slash of the knife. It’s equal parts squirm-inducing body 
horror and psychological thriller. Borrowing heavily from Poe’s The Tell-Tale Heart, the story 
carefully unpacks Matthew’s gradual separation from reality as he tries to re-acclimate to 
society. At times the prose is a little clunky, but Law handles the slick transitions between 
hallucination and reality with startling ease. 

By the end, even the reader is questioning what is real and what is merely a part of Mat- 
thew’s paranoid delusions. Recommended. 

DEIRDRECRIMMINS 
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CHRISTMAS ATTHE DEATH HOUSE 

love my job, but a drawback is ttiat I rarely have 
the opportunity to read for pleasure. Except ii 
December, when I Inevitably peer at my towering 
to-be-read pile aid try to pick out which two or three 
books will accompany me over the holidays. This year’s 
selections included a horror novel I saw pop up time and 
again on Year’s Best lists: Sarah Pinborough's The Death 
Mouse (available from Titan Books). 

It proved to be intriguing for a number of reasons: 
namely, it reads like a young adult novel but was not 
heavily marketed as such, and much of its narrative 
trades in vagaries and unanswered questions. Yet, in- 
stead of detracting from the story’s effectiveness, the 
mystery bolsters rt, making it a compelling study in how 
much a writer can leave unexplained. 

The Death House concerns Toby, a teenager who un- 
dergoes a blood test that labels him as a “Defective,” re- 
quiring that he be sent to the titular residence to live out 
the remainder of his days in 
isolation with other children 
who have the mutation. 

Right from the begin- 
ning, Pinborough withholds 
seemingly vital informa- 
tion. The story is set in the 
future, but we’re left to 
guess at the year. It’s never 
really explained what the 
genetic detect does - is It 
a monstrous transforma- 
tion or merely a harbinger 

of impending sickness and death? And why exactly do 
the kids need to be removed from society? The book 
offers no answers. Instead, we see the residents of the 
Death House suffer a variety of ailments, including loss 
of motor control, skin discolouration and blood in their 
urine, but they're whisked away by nurses before we get 
to learn where ft’s all leading. So as readers, we’re left 
knowing only as much - hell, probably even less - than 
Toby himself. 

This works because The Death House is not necessar- 
ily about the mysterious illness even though it’s a core 
conceit of the plot that casts a shadow over every page; 
rather it’s a surprisingly self-contained, dread-drenched, 
often bleak character study about the kids in the facility 
and the social constructs they create to deal with their 
impending demises, and how these fragile dynamics 
change as some succumb and new Defectives arrive. As 
engaging as these characters' emotional journeys are, 
however, they aren’t what sticks with you after you read 
the final page, the unknowns are what linger. 

Six weeks later I’m still pondering the unexplained ill- 
ness and the rooms of the Death House that we never 
got to see, and while I’m not sure that’s what Pinbor- 
ough intended readers to take away from her book, it 
is a terribly effective reminder that sometimes we don’t 
need a// the details. It’s often scarier - and much more 
interesting - to be left in the dark. 

KUEi 


TUB 

DEA^H 
HOUSE 




51 .n 




FRiGRT 

gallery 



^1 

1 : EIRYPUILIN 

THIS MONTH: 

MiKEHRUt 

lovcAK's Vtsmamms 


W hen Mike Hrubovcak's book Visual 
Darkness thudded onto my desk, 
I was equally repulsed, astound- 
ed and impressed by the sheer 
amount of bloody artwork he’s 
produced for the metal scene over 
the years. Imagine if Ed Gein studied the work 
of Wes Benscotter and Vincent Locke, and was 
a rabid tan of death metal, and you’re almost 
there. I’ve long been fascinated by the typogra- 
phy and design behind death metal band logos, 
which are typically hilariously Illegible yet pos- 
sess a certain kind of fun in breaking your brain 
trying to decipher them. 

I gnawed the gristle with Hrubovcak about the 
book (only available at 
visualdarkness.com) to 
tind out it nothing is too 
violent when you find 
beauty in the bloodshed. 




Your artwoik i nvinds me 
of something Fred Vogel 
of Toe Tag Pictures or 
Killjoy from Necropha- 
gia might dream up It's 
iinllinching. biooc, and 

:::::i!iStiC. 

Thanks! That’s a compliment. I do very much 
find myself drawn to those types of movies. Life 
is a slow, decaying doom, so the most horrific 
horror movies are the ones that show you just 
how dismal and empty It really Is. Upsetting to 
most, yes, but there’s a strange kind ot peace 


music to help them tell their stories things would 
get boring pretty fast, I think. 

case study, tell me shout your Crypt of the 
Devii cover for Six Feet Under. 

That particular piece was a personal artwork I 
had done on my own. I was trying to think of a 
band it might fit with or work tor, so I had sent 
it to [frontman] Chris Barnes to see if he liked 
it. They were actually In the process of writing 
a new album and he told me that the image fit 
perfectly to the new lyrics he was writing for it, 
so it all kind of just clicked and worked out. Cre- 
ating the album title logo design and adding in 
the band logo just brought it all together. 

What's the secret to designing a 
successful dead! metal logo? Is 
ivutvafactr' 

That all depends on the band. 
Some bands want it to be all cra- 
zy and unreadable, but then most 
look tor readability while also of- 
fering some sort of flare that will 
be unique to their brand. I usually 
ask for examples of styles of logos 
they like so I can get a better idea 
of what they’re going for. There are 
so many genres ot metal and all of them have 
their own style of logo. 


to it. 

How important is the artwork to the music or the 
r::3i idei 'n,., cl a banc : 

Even though nowadays the artwork only gets 
squashed into a small square to be barely viewed 
in iTunes or on streaming apps, it’s also used on 
T-shirts and merchandise sold at shows, with- 
in stage backdrops and things like that, which 
bands need to utilize to help them stand out. 
Without an interesting visual to go along with the 


Is there anything you've done that you thought 
went too far"' 

Usually I’m down for anything, but there was one 
cover that initially I didn’t want to put my name 
on [Throatplunger’s Weapons of AssDestruction, 
which graphically depicts Hilary Clinton defecat- 
ing on Barack Obama]. I actually wasn’t thinking 
either when I included it in the art book... because 
it caused a big uproar at the printers’ warehouse 
and it almost didn’t go to binding. Apparently 
some of the employees refused to print ft. I tend 
to forget how desensitized I am, but found it odd 
since I specifically went to that printer because 
they print adult material. 9 
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ome staggering numbers - this is the six- 
teenth anniversary of this column and the 
150th Issue It's appeared In. I have been 
The Gore-met for a third ot my life now. In 
that time, l have seen much change... 

My first few columns were about pri2ed ex-renl- 
al VHS tapes I’d scored in bargain bins and mom- 
and-pop video store closings. The new releases I 
wrote about were VHS screeners I had to pick up 
from the floe Wo/goe office. I didn’t get a DVD play- 
er until late 2003; I wasn't convinced It was going 
to take off as a home video format. However, few 
tapes were being sent In and I was running out of 
material. 

Nowadays, I don't deal muoh with physical 
media. A lot of the screeners I see are private up- 
loads to video file-sharing services by himmakers 
I've contacted through one of the many Facebook 
groups for horror fans. Other times, I’ll sneak a 
peek at stuff a budding director makes available 
to group members to watch for 
free. That's how I saw James 
Bell’s short film Tanfrom (2015). 

Bell Is something of an under- 
ground cause celebre due to his 
earlier shorts Oogd/c* (201 3) and 
Manuer{20M). I was in. 

Tantrum is a welcome throw- 
back to the transgressive movies 
of the ’80s and ’OOs. That was 
a time when underground films 
were actually shot on film and 
comparatively costly and difficult 
to make. Anyone who wanted to 
make a surreal cinematic shocker had to have the 
talent. Imagination and balls necessary to attract 
Investors, distributors and audiences. Think Eras- 
erhead (1977), Combat Shock (1984) or Schramm 
(1993). 

The singular type of unnerving aesthetic In flicks 
like those resonates in Bell’s brand of cinematic 
delirium. A man (Bell) puts a bullet in his brain af- 
ter opening a vein and pulling a bit of gristle out 
ot his wrist. He enters a Purgatory in which he’s 
subservient to a spastic, wheelchair-bound woman 
(Mae Bell) with a bulbous, featureless papier mSche 
head and an errant loop of intestines that hangs out 


of her abdomen. It’s revealed through flashbacks 
that the man wasapothead who murdered a jogger 
and a drug dealer, symbolically sawing his cock off 
with cuticle scissors somewhere In between. Then 
it gets disturbing. 

The deliberate contradictions in this film are Its 
strengths. The lo-fi aspects that should 
work against it - shaky pans, choppy 
edits, air compressor arterial sprays, 
high school art class costumes and 
nonsensical narrative structure - only 
enhance its compelling nature. The 
fuz2-laden, ambient Industrial garage 
rook score provides the di- 
alogue. Low-budget weird 
seldom gels this well - 
snag Tantrum online from 
Bell's Very Fine Crap Vid- ^ 
eos page on Storenvy. 

Danish writer/di- 
rector Kasper Juhl’s 6000 kroner 
crowd-pleaser Madness of Many 
(2013) is the olumsy high-art, orass 
gore counterpart to Bell’s Inspired 
indie lunacy. It's a technical tour de 
force, sporting some exceptional cin- 
ematography and a stunning sound 
palette. Unfortunately... 

“Pain and suffering is what sharpens the expan- 
sion of my conscience. The sufferings that are done 
to me opens my conscience and makes me experi- 
ence that I'm not my body. And my body is not me." 

The awkward, quasl-existentlal nihilism quoted 


above is emblematic of the main problem wlh this 
73-minute film, ft opens with Victoria (Ellen Abraha- 
mson) explaining the horrific abuse she’s suffered 
all her life (in voice-over) to women lake-vomit'ng 
blood. Then Victoria and the other women are phys- 
ically abused for no evident purpose and throw up 
some more blood while Victoria drones on about 
pain and suffering and misery. Someone is decapi- 
tated with an axe In the film's centrepiece gore gag, 
but why this person’s head Is chopped off Is never 
made apparent. 

Of course, no one Involved In the film speaks 
English as a first language, so criticizing the ca- 
dence and syntax of the dialogue 
-which is almost all voice-over - 
. is not necessarily fair, though that 

f ^ o could have easily been tweaked 
by a native English speaker. How- 
ever, nothing can fix the fact that 
there are two basic philosophical 
concepts expressed over and 
over and over while women crawl 
around and spit out blood. 

This fim will no doubt attract 
an audience, the "vomit gore" 
stuff that underground filmmak- 
er Lucifer Valentine makes does, 
and this Is a naked homage to 
it. Unearthed Films - which also distributes Val- 
entine's bart-o-ramas - give Madness of Many a 
lavish three-disc release that Includes a documen- 
tary and interviews on the making of the film, three 
shorts and a bunch of trailers. 
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THE FOREST 

Bear McCreary 

Sparks & Shadows 

Known chiefly by horror fans for his 
work on The Walking Dead, Bear Mc- 
Creary's latest is an umsuaily struc- 
tured shocker where clouds of misty, 
string-based thematic material are 
gradually overtaken by the percussive 
elements initially needle-dropped into 
the score’s early cues. The forest un- 
furls as a series of lengthy tracks, f rst 
as atmospherics that draw from the 
composer’s Asian-tinged main theme 
before “Alone in the Cave” marks a 
temporary shift to the rapping per- 
cussion, backbeats and organic 
sounds typical of his rhythmic style. 
The progression from soft to harsh, 
and later to eerie, also allows for rare 
bursts of Japanese children's choir 
and chimes, but the score's genuine 
unease stems from the clever way 
McCreary repeatedly applies his ver- 
sion of thematic brushstrokes, letting 
the ink from bold fones bleed into 
solid matter, allowing only traces of 
harmonic material to overlap. Typical 
of his cheekiness, the album closes 
with an epic-length, rock-styled main 
theme rendition. SSS’ MRH 



TURBO KID 

(CHRONICLES OF THE WASTELAND) 

Le Matos 

Death Waltz Recordihs Company 
Turbo Kid promises to blow you 
away with its sweet gore galore, 
post-apocalyptic wit and uncon- 
ditional love for the ’80s, Well, its 
expanded electronic score by Le 


Matos - member Jean-Philippe 
Bernier is also the feature’s director 
of photography - does just that, as 
well. The fine folks at Death Waltz 
have pressed the LP into a simply 
gore-geous package: a red, green 
and black-coloured double-gate- 
fold record with original artwork 
by co-director Frangois Simard. A 
passionate effort all around, the 
disc sounds like French IDM (Ka- 
vinsky, College, Justice, etc.) and 
Moroder’s Italo-disco, with a dash 
of Goblin and some old school 
video game-inspired melodies 
thrown on top. John Carpenter and 
Nicolas Winding Refn would totally 
love this BMX-riding music. There 
will be blood... on the dance floor. 
SSSS KG 
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H.P. LDVECRAFT 

The Hound & The Music of 
Erich Zann 
Cadabra Records 

Popular in the 1960s and '70s, 
spoken word albums are making a 
comeback, with reissues of vintage 
vinyl such as Hammer Presents Drac- 
Ufa from Dust Bug Records and new 
releases like this twosome of ferror 
from H.P. Lovecraft. In “The Hound," 
a pair of tomb-defiling thrill-seekers 
discovers the final resting place of 
a notorious grave robber and, after 
snatching a rare amulet from the 
corpse's neck, unleashes a terrifying 
entity. In “The Music of Erich Zann," a 
student Is kept awake by the bizarre 
playing of the old, mute viol player 
who lives upstairs. In his attempt to 
learn more about the strange music 
emanating from the attic, the student 
makes a frightening discovery. The 
first in an intended series of Love- 
craft releases on vinyl from Cadabra 
Records this incredibly 

creepy and atmosphere album (fea- 
turing liner notes from noted Love- 


craft historian S.T. Joshi) will send 
shivers down your spine and across 
your turntable. 



LONESOME WYAH 
AND THE SONS OF PERDITION 

The Strange Adventures of Edgar 
Switchblade #3: Vampire Death 
Town 

Tribuutidn Recording Cc. 

Lonesome Wyatt - of Those Poor 
Bastards - returns with his annual 
7-inch detailing the new adventures 
of bounty hunter Edgar Switchblade 
and sidekick horse Old Red, this time 
slaying vampires In the town of Dirt 
and eventually facing down Drac 
himself! Like previous entries In the 
series, Wyatt's delivery is mischie- 
vous and fun, with the protagonist 
anti-hero coloured by a hilariously 
gnarled and crippled voice. Wyatt is 
a sharp and crafty writer, and uses 
his talents to giftwrap another funny, 
gory, yet fairy tale-like narrative, cre- 
ating tangible descriptions of a dark 
and terrible world. But if there’s one 
thing driving Vampire Death Tom. 


It's the background music provided 
by Austin-based gothic western outfit 
Sons of Perdition. It’s haunting, ethe- 
real string-based music that paints 
the soundtrack of a barren, lonely 
landscape for thaf dang oT Edgar 
Switchblade and his vampire-staking 
ways. AVL 



BRIMSTONE COVEN 

Black Magic 
Metal Blade Records 
West Virginia rockers Brimstone Co- 
ven are just as likely to have been 
heard hailing Sabbath as Satan while 
recording Black Magic, their Metal 
Blade debut The quartet's attempts 
to make the album sound like a lost 
occult rock record from '69 are un- 
canny. Chalk that up to witchy lyr- 
ics Invoking Lovecraftlan Old Ones 
(“Black Magic"), death ("The Plague") 
and magic ritual (“The Eldest Tree"); 
three-part harmonies spearheaded 
by soulful vocalist John Williams: 
and tight, lommi-inspired riffs from 
gultarlst/band leader Corey Roth. 
Black Magic occasionally threatens 



HANNIBAL SEASON 3 

- Brian Reltzeli 

Ukeshure Records 

Divided into a two-volume set the music for TV’s 
Hannibal is rooted in musigue concrete, in which 
natural, almost haphazard sounds coagulate 
Into sonic portraits that traditionally feel like 
organized chaos, but in Brian Reitzell's grasp, 
evolve into hypnotic, sonic exhalations. The score extracts are substantive 
journeys sometimes reaching epic lengths, with each mini-suite matching the 
show’s artfully rendered misery. The three-part “Secondo" suite combines 
starry chimes, panned drones and Asian-flavoured wooden knocks, whereas 
"Dolce Pts. 1 and 2" progress from layers of bouncing ping-pong balls and 
ugly reverb to a distant drum solo. Vol. 2 features sometimes epic tracks from 
"And the Woman Clothed in Sun," a narrative that's subliminal yet soothing 
In the way organic and synth material undulates, merges and evaporates. 
Intentional or not, Reitzell's infused a network TV series with a high standard 
of modernism guaranfeed to remain untouched for decades. MRH 









I got excited this winter when I found out that Michaei Bruce and Dennis 
Dunaway of the original Alice Cooper band would be playing a show at 
a local bar near my new home Just outside of Toronto. Alice Cooper, of 
course, was originally the name 



of a five-member band and not 
ll just the larger-than-life horror 
* character. The group gave us 
classic records Love it to Death, 

Killer. Schools Out and Billion 
Dollar Babies. Dunaway has 
been touring with Bruce, as well 
as his band Blue Coupe (which 
features Blue Oyster Cult mem- 
bers Albert and Joe Bouchard), 
and promoting his book Snakes! 

Guillotines! Electric Chairs!, in which he gives his personal account of the 
many legends surrounding the original Alice Cooper band. I caught up with 
Dunaway (pictured, second from left) before the gig. 


How was horror itissiacraied into the Alice per hand? 

The first show where we could actually play our Instruments was a high 
school dance the weekend before Halloween in 1964. We had a guillotine, 
spider webs, cotflns and tombstones. For some reason, we had no con- 
cept of what a set list was, so between songs we would all huddle around 
the drummer and decide what we wanted to play next. Meanwhile, this 
guy in dark ghoulish makeup would come out and entertain the audience 
then go back into a cotfin. So all of those elements were there because of 
Halloween and because Alice and I were the artists on campus. 


I read that you and Alice were intiuenced by the old TV ."orror ho^i 
Yes. In Phoenix, Arizona, it was Freddy the Ghoul. We liked all of that stuff. 
Edgar Allan Poe movies like The Tell-Tale Heart, books like The Haunting 
of Hill House. 


Y}u wrote the voodoo-themed "Black Juju.” What inspired it? 

The beginning of the dark Alice Cooper character was with the song 
“Fields of Regret” on Pretties for You. With “Black Juju” I was thinking, 
“Okay, I want this to be the darkest character that I can imagine, a Poe 
type of darkness." I was staying in a weird old hotel in either Buffalo or 
Rochester that had a water heater right there behind a door in the room. 
You could see the fire when it was boiling water and I took the little flap 
off it and turned off all the lights in the room so all you could see was the 
lights on the amplifier and this fire. That was the kind of atmosphere I was 
writing with. 


Why did the Alice Cooper band break ' 

Michael [Bruce, guitarist], Neil [Smith, drummer] and I sunk a ton of our 
own money into this gigantic theatrical stage for an album we wrote called 
Battle Axe. It was supposed to be the next Alice Cooper record like the 
band agreed, after Alice and Glenn [Buxton, guitarist] got their drinking un- 
der control. Suddenly we couldn’t get any phone calls through to anybody 
and we were reading interviews saying that we weren't In the Alice Cooper 
group anymore because we refused to do theatrics! 

AARON VON LUPTON 


to topple over into satanlc sert-par- 
ody, such as when Williams sings 
about "Hell's evil steed " on “Black 
Unicorn,” but the band members' 
obvious chops and dedication to 
heaviness let the record cast a spell 
that's hard to break. ■%%% ’ SP 



ZOLTAN ““ 

Phantasm / Tanz Der Vampire 

CiNEPuon 

London’s synth-heavy prog-rock 
unit Zoltan pays tribute to two dis- 
tinct classic horror films on this 
coloured lO-inch EP: Phantasm 
and The Fearless Vampire Killers 
[Tanz Der VampireS). Side Phan- 
tasm is comprised mostly of the 
movie’s famous “Main Title” theme 
and “Mineshaft Chase” - a fast- 
er. proggier version of that same 
theme. Tanz Der Vampires is a 
tad more interesting, but only be- 
cause most people won't have any 
preconceived notions of Krzysztof 
Komeda’s original score for the 
movie. This side again features very 
faithful renditions of the Roman Po- 
lanski film's “Main Title,” a huge, 
doomy soundscape In the vein of 
a Fabio Frizzi gore epic, a ghostly 
version of "Krolock on Sledge," then 
the bizarre effects of “Vampires to 
Crypt” before drifting Into the re- 
petitive dance number “Both Over 
Rooftops,” which is not listed on the 
actual record. It’s Impressive that 
Zoltan can reproduce two masterful 
works, but really, what's the point if 
nothing new is brought to the table? 
SS AVL 



ANTROPOMORPHIA 

Necromantic Love Songs 

Metal Blade Recoads 
Necromantic Love Songs Is the 
sound of a band discovering it- 
self, albeit atop a mortuary table, 
committing an atrocity... but that’s 


all part of growing up, right? This 
reissue of the Netherlands' ne’er- 
do-wells' ’93 EP, combined with 
their classily titled Bowel Mutila- 
tion demo of the preceding year, 
chronicles their evolution from 
Finnish-style doom/death to classic 
Swedish death with an eye towards 
the future. That said, tasteful flour- 
ishes, such as the slick-yet-omi- 
nous bass intro to "The Carnal Pft" 
or the sombre, mournful EP outro 
"A Necromanfc Love Song” will 
never bring their obsessions with 
grave-robbing, cannibalism and 
necrophilia anywhere close to social 
acceptability. Perhaps future re- 
leases will boast a lyrical evolution 
to match their increasing musical 
sophistication. Much like the rein- 
carnated lover from a Poe tale, don't 
be surprised If your next exposure to 
AntropomorphIA leaves you pleas- 
antly shocked upon realizing whom 
you’ve re-encountered. .’’S GT 



MANIC SCUM 

Acidic Remains 
UuseEAKABlE AxE RECORDS 
It’s refreshing to hear a band that 
makes no bones about what it 
wants to be, which in the case of 
Manic Scum is mid-era Cannibal 
Corpse with better production val- 
ues. These guys bring impressive- 
ly fast Floridian death metal riffs, 
guttural vocals intoning torture, 
zombies and the apocalypse, and 
a drummer who manages to stay In 
time bythe skin of his teeth. The old 
school death metal trend has been 
a natural (and welcome) reaction 
to the slick production and dynam- 
ic-crushing compression running 
rampant in some extreme metal 
circles. “Necromutatlon" recalls 
a less-technical Suffocation, and 
opener “Strapped to the Gurney” 
maintains an evil groove. While 
the songs are catchy In that Lep- 
rosy-era Death kind of way, there 
Is a ton of missed potential in the 
solo department. “Human Pulp" and 
the title track show quick flashes of 
guitar wizardry but we’re left want- 
ing more. Still, Acidic Remains is a 
quick, fun ride through the classic 
death metal graveyard, SSS CR 


) 5«f mill DIOMI 



TALES FROM BEYOND THE PALE ENTERS SEASON 3. 
FEATURING A FINAL PERFORMANCE BY ANGUS SCRIMM 
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AARON VON LUPTON 


MILE SPOKEN WORD AND AUDIO HORROR STO- 
RIES CONTINUE TO MAKE A COMEBACK, TALES 
FROM BEYOND THE PALE REMAINS THE GENRE’S 
BEST CONTEMPORARY OFFERING in terms of sto- 
rytelling, sound design and talent. Season 3 of the series, out now and 
spearheaded by Larry Fessenden and Glenn McQuald under the Glass Eye 
Pix banner, boasts an impressive array of writers, such as Stuart Gordon 
{Re-Animator, From Beyonct) and Eric Red {The Hitch- 
er, NearDarki, and voice actors, including Nick Dami- 
ci {Stake Land, Late Phased and Angus Scrimm (the 
iconic Tall Man from the Phantasm series) in his final 
performance before his death on January 9 of this year. 

(His work in the upcoming Phantasm: Ravager was 
completed long before that.) 

“My approach to Tales is not unlike my overall ap- 
proach at Glass Eye Pix," explains Fessenden. "I en- 
counter a talent that interests me and try to offer guid- 
ance and support from there. Both Stuart Gordon and 
Eric Red from Season 3 had been in touch about film 
projects initially, and so we started a dialogue, and 
while those works haven’t been made yet, I asked each 
of them if they had any interest in offering a tale for 
[the show].” 

Scrimm (pictured below recording his last Tales 
segment) became a member of the extended Glass Eye Pix family after 
agreeing to act in office manager James Felix McKenney's film The Off 
Season in 2004 as a retired rodeo star. Scrimm 
would goon to make two otherfilms with 



ffie Dead in 2008, and star in two Tales episodes; “The Grandfather" by 
Graham Reznik, in Season 1 , and "The Tribunal of Minos” by McKenney, in 
Season 3, (Scrimm's affection for Glass Eye Pix was evident in a 2011 in- 
terview with Rue Morgue in which he said, “I'm most fortunate McKenney 
and Fessenden brought me into the Glass Eye cauldron of brilliant young 
East Coast filmmakers.") 

“Angus had exceptional diction and a rich, deep voice," recalls Fessen- 
den. "He had a love of words as evidenced by the ex- 
pressive emails he would dispatch when getting in touch, 
and he had a great appreciation for music. He was a very 
fair and moral person, but never dull. He had a droll and 
impish sense of humour. All of these things affected the 
cadence and sincerity in his acting. I feel blessed that he 
provided us with a swan-song performance in ‘The Tribu- 
nal of Minos.’ It is a poignant piece; Angus put so much 
into the role. I will not soon forget the day we recorded in 
Glenn’s home studio, all of us together making art with 
this wonderful fellow who we all loved,” 

In the surreal morality tale, Scrimm plays a one-per- 
center named Dade who wakes up in a labyrinth with a 
young activist named Andrea (Mizuo Peck). Unsure of why 
they’re there, the two opposites must navigate the maze 
while confronting mythical creatures, such as the Mino- 
taur, and their own pasts, Schmm’s soothing, grandfa- 
therly cadence results in one of Season’s 3’s best performances. 

Other Season 3 entries include “Guttermouth" by Midnight Meat Train 
writer Jeff Buhler, which stars Joshua Leonard {The Blair Witch Project as 
a man slipping into madness as he hears voices in the drain; an adaptation 
of H,P, Lovecraft’s grave-robbing-themed “The Hound,” starring Barba- 
ra Grampton {Re-Animatoi) and written by Gordon and long-time writing 
partner Dennis Paoli; and “Food Chain” by Rue Morgue staff writer April 
Snellings, about redneck hunters trying to kill Bigfoot, featuring voice 
work from Fessenden and McQuaid - both of whom also contribute 
a tale to Season 3, 

What separates Tales From Beyond the Pa/e from other audio dramas 
is that emphasis on not just quality performances but also sound design 
in the storytelling process. Not only do the tales feature creative narratives 
and talented voice actors, but highly realized sound effects play an import- 
ant role in creabng worlds and Images in the audience's mind. 

“Sound design along with foley is paramount,” explains McQuald. It's 
the environment we create, the whistle in the wind, the creak in the floor- 
boards. ... I wrote ‘The Ripple at Cedar Lake’ because I wanted to hear 
different universes playing against each other - the same characters doing 
different things at the same time. That to me was an interesting proposi- 
tion, and something that might not work as well In a visual medium." 

Fessenden adds, “I often fantasize about stripping away more and more 
of the dialogue and leave the audience to navigate through pure sound.”9 





NOW PLAYING > THAR8IS, QXENFREE 


Hungry for more video game cannibals? Here are five nota- 
ble representations of this underfed minority. 


Players hoping to get answers from Habegger, an employee | 
for the most evil organization this side of the Umbrella Cor- a 
poratlon, do eventually find most of him. Habegger's long 1 
dead after his face was consumed by series antagonist and 1 
resident cannibal Paxton Fettel. 


In the EC Comics^influ'^ced” “American Appetites" mis- 
sion, players must capture and return a terrified man to a 
wounded hermit. Upon completing the mission, you realize 
the man you've hog-tied is the hermit's dinner. All that’s 
missing is commentary from your old pal, the Crypt Keeper. 


After discovTnng the human source of meat bii Br^da St. 
John’s dairy farm, protagonist Lee must confront the family 
and save his friends. The joy of Telltale Games' “Choose 
Your Own Adventure" style is that you can let Larry, the 
game’s resident hard-ass, wolf down some "steak" before 
revealing the secret ingredient. 


IMBiBiltIk'iim 


When Ellie is captured by a cannibal group, its leader im- 
plores her to join them with the promise of a free dinner of 
freshly cooked deer meat - mere seconds after she’s seen 
a human body being carved up for some home cookin'. 


Cannibals are on your phone and they’re kind of cute, ac- 
tually. playing as either a male or female cannibal chef in a 
tribe of humanoid blobs, you drag and drop your tribe mates 
into a giant stew pot. Be sure to grab any stray limbs that 
fly out of the bubbling froth for a few extra points to digest. 


If you were they splatter across the screen for the 

one of those starry-eyed dreamers who remainder of the game), strategy and - 

imagined yourself jetting away on idyllic if we’re to be completely honest here 

rocket ship journeys to far-flung planets as - more than a little luck. The game pro- 

a kid, do not play Tharsis, unless you want grosses in rounds, and each round your 

those rose-coloured fantasies smashed to ship develops new problem zones, be it 

pieces. a result of malfunctioning technology or 

Tharsis makes one thing clear from the meteor strikes. Sometimes these events 

get-go: space travel is hell, particularly only affect the ship’s infrastructure, oth- 

when you have the misfortune of being on er times they reduce crew health and 

the unluckiestship in the cosmos. No, I'm food reservesif not dealt with by the end 
not kidding - two of your six crew mem- of your turn, 
bers die before the controls are even hand- It’s up to you, as the captain, to figure 
ed over to you. Oh, and you’ll likely have out how to best survive given that it’s 

to eat a dead person, perhaps even more impossible to complete all repairs while 

than one, as cannibalism is a core compo- also collecting supplies in any given 

nent of gameplay. round. You will die often, your crew will 

Tharsis is played via a simple interface die even more and your ship will break 

that displays all the modules of your ship into pieces innumerable times, but you’ll 

and their current status (damaged or not), keep hitting that “play agaiii" button 

Different modules offer different perks, because not only is Tharsis stupid hard 

should you meet the die roll requirements (even on normal difficulty), it'sFeally, re- 

to gain them (everything from ship repairs ally addictive. [ 

to health and food bonuses). In fact, al- If surviving ten days in spaiie sounds 
most everything in Tharsis hinges on die like a cakewalk, you’ve obviously never 

rolls (depicted via virtual dice that are re- played this game, which, frankly, is all 
plenished between rounds by consuming the more reason to chomp down on a 
food and/or the body parts of dead crew severed leg and give it a try. 
members, which turn your dice bloody as monica s. kuebler 


The Walking Dead: Season One, Episode 2 (2012) 


Cannibal Cookout (201 5) 


HEADSHOIS: CHAllEKGING. GREAT RESQURCE/BDNUS SYSTEM. CANKIGAUSMI!) 
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^ -OXENFREE 

r w;; r r I Xbox one, pc, Mac 


I Night Sctiool Studio 


It’s story time, gamers. Night 
School Studio’s Oxenfree doesn’t easily tit into the typical 
gaming categories, as there are no combat sequences, no 
puzzles and no tests of dexterity or timing. It's all about the 
yarn here, which is spun out entirely in conversation - and 
that’s where you come in. 

You play as Alex, a teenage girl heading to a beach par- 
ty on a nearby abandoned island with her stepbrother Jonas 
and friends Ren, Clarissa and Nona. Interpersonal tensions 
emerge early - Jonas is insecure, Clarissa has a chip on her 
shoulder and Ren has a massive crush on Nona - but things 
take a sinister turn when a casual exploration of a nearby cave 
rips a hole in the time-space continuum (or something). Sud- 
denly, the group is trapped in a time-rlft that bends reality and 
causes scenes to repeat themselves. What's worse, an eerie type) and your responses shape not only 
presence on the Island has gotten a taste for possessing Alex, the group's fate on the Island, but also the 
and her friends, puppeteering them for bizarre, otherworldly mood and atmosphere of the entire jour- 

conversations and occasional violence. As Alex works to get ney. The environments are impressive, but 

the group to safety, she uncovers a mystery rooted deep in the the conversation mechanism combined 
town’s history, and explores her apparent ability to bend time with well-written dialogue is where Ox- 
(as well as life and death) using her portable transistor radio, entree shines; it's easy to feel as though 

You choose Alex’s every word from three given options you’re playing as yourself, reacting to 

(saying nothing is also an option, if you’re the strong, silent characters that are occasionally annoying, 
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rude or needy, Oxenfree will only eat up 
four to six hours of your time, but after the 
epilogue shows each character's fate as 
the result of your choices, you’ll want to 
play It though again differently to see what 
changes. Liberate the island or escape it, 
save everyone or kill them off, be the hero 
or the villain - it’s all up to you! Highly 
recommended for lovers of Telltale Games 
and adventure seekers. 

ANDREA SUBISSATI. , 


NOW AVAILABLE! 




OFFICIAL T-SHIRT 

ONLY AVAILABLE AT FRIGHT-RAGS.COM 








CUISSICCUT 

MACBETH (A.K.A. THE TRAGEDY OF MACBETH) 







ipyf I |iil| l^PTl|7'T"ifi 


BEST PICTURE 




' nd till me from the crown to the toe top-full of direst cruelty," 

Lady Macbeth declares while steeling herself forthe wet work 
ahead in Shakespeare's Macbeth, and it's easy to imagine 
* * Roman Polanski similarly girding himself before production 
began on his bleak, black hymn to nihilism. 

While the Bard never flinched from lay- 
ing bare humanity’s lowest lows, Polanski 
was the first director to turn Macbeth into 
something resembling an actual horror film, 
rife with graphic gore, existential dread and 
a hopelessly jaundiced view of the human 
condition. 

Admittedly, the man had his reasons. 

Less than two years before cameras rolled 
on the film, Polanski's wife Sharon Tate - 
eight-and-a-half-months pregnant - and 
four others were murdered by Charles 
Manson’s acolytes, and the film stands as 
an unflinching snapshot of the director’s 
deeply traumatized state in the massa- 
cre's aftermath. It has drawn critical fire in 
certain circles, though not so much for Its 
violent content as for its perceived themat- 
ic revisionism. The full title of the play is 
The Tragedy of Macbeth, said tragedy not 
deriving from its multiple murders but from 
the fall from grace of its central character, 
a Scottish nobleman whose moral sense is 
steadily eroded by a lust for power as he is 
spurred on to ever-escalating acts of vio- 
lence by his wife and three witches. However, in keeping with Polanski's 
recently shattered worldview, the titular character here is presented as 
cold-blooded and corrupt from the beginning. The witches do their con- 
juring and cajoling but are depicted as so resolutely earthly (and earthy) as 
to leave no doubt that it’s primarily Macbeth’s own innate amorality that 
drives him to murder and mayhem. Similarly, Lady Macbeth is not por- 
trayed in this film as the master manipulator to which we’re accustomed; 
shallow, power-hungry and more than a bit naive, she eggs her husband 
on to ever greater treachery but ultimately fallows as much as she leads. 
At no time do we suspect that Macbeth may have hesitated without the 
goading from his wife and the witches; to Polanski's thinking, they aren’t 
truly corruptors so much as cheerleaders for corruption that’s already 
taken hold, 

, At first blush, one might be struck by the stark contrast between 
r* Polanski’s Macireffr and the other watershed Shakespeare ad- 
aptation of the era. Franco Zeffirelli’s 1968 Romeo ar^d 


OF THE YEAR! 



Juliet, but closer scrutiny reveals them as shadow and light, coexisting 
in close quarters. Both are products of an era in which filmmakers sig- 
nificantly (and sometimes radically) rethought adapting Shakespeare tor 
the screen. Painful, stiff staginess was banished in favour of naturalism 
and subtlety, the static nature of live theatre 
cast aside for a more idiomatic approach. 
Of course, historical relevance Is equally 
important to consider here. While Zeffirelli’s 
fresh young leads (Leonard Whiting and Ol- 
ivia Hussey) deserve the lion’s share of the 
credit tor Romeo and Juliets tremendous 
success, there’s no denying that the theme 
of youthful vitality and optimism doomed 
by petty and pointless conflict among the 
elders struck a particularly raw nerve with 
audiences at the height of the Vietnam War. 
To say that Polanski mined post-Woodstock 
disillusionment in similar fashion only a few 
years later in Macbeth is a massive under- 
statement. 

It's curious that a big-budget production 
helmed by a then-hot director would fea- 
ture no actors widely recognizable today, 
although Jon Finch’s star was rising at the 
time. Already a respected Shakespearean 
stage actor, he had recently been consid- 
ered to play James Bond. Gorgeous, aris- 
tocratic Francesca Annis has tremendous 
presence as Lady Macbeth without over- 
powering her scenes, while Martin Shaw’s 
likeable Banquo and Terence Bayler's virile, earnest Macduff are both im- 
pressive. Locations in Wales and Northumberland county in northeastern 
England stand in for the southeastern coast of Scotland; unrelentingly over- 
cast and muddy, the film sports an authentically grimy aesthetic that would 
doubtless win the approval of Tobe Hooper. 

Like Straw Dogs and Taxi Driver, Polanski's Macbeth\si\ne kind of tough, 
cynical (yet highly personal) knockout punch we associate with the darker 
side of 1970s cinema. Though one of the movies that ushered in that vi- 
olent new era in Hollywood, it also set the tone (and the bar) for other un- 
flinchingly bloody Shakespearian adaptations to come, including Kenneth 
Branagh's rtam/ef (1996), Julie Taymor’s Titus (1999) and Justin Kurzel’s 
Macbeth (2015). Though tew would consider it the definitive screen 
version of the play. It’s a death knell for the hippie dream, a glimpse ^ 
ofthefimmaker’s newfound private hell and an indisputable mi- ; i 
nor masterpiece, ^ ,V’ 

JOHN W. BOWEN J 







GLASS EYE-PIX presents macabre audio plays 
with your hosts LifRRY FESSENDEN and GLENN McQUAID 


'bold, wickedly entertaining stories that stir up one's imagination 
with mischievous glee incredibly worthwhile masterful ^ 
plunges the listener into its many nightmarish worlds 
effecttively and with unflinching resolve. " > 

-FANGORIA 


"THE MUST LIST" 
INTERT/UNMENT WEEKLY 


"most definitely delivers." 
-AINT IT COOL NEWS 


'pushes the state of the art to the next level 
-SLATE 


;fWhat links them all, beyond uniformly excellent sound design, 
is an earnest interest in using pure audio techniques 
{; -foley effects, dialogue, creepy music-to elicit unease 

^ and create a whole world within listeners' ears." 

- AV. CLUB 


buy the beautiful box sets! CDs! DVDs! Booklets! USBs & Download Codes! 
www.talesfrortibeyondthepale.com 



LIMITED EDIIIBN BOXSEI OUT MBRHI 29TH 
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FOR ML THE UTEST NEWS ON FORTHCOMNC RELEASES, OFHRS AMI MORE VUSH: ^ 

f/ArrowVideo @ArrouvFilmsVideo @ ArrowVideo ^ /AirowVideoUK 







